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AL FRIDAY 
- Sudden! she stood up and faced him, “This is 
yite © release, Mr. Hackett, Are you sure you = 
wait it to go out like this?" 
` “usw look here,“ he began angrily. He clamped 
rs hi. sands on her forearms, intending to give her 
` гә shaking. "Suppose you stop asking im- 
г ` pertinent questions and—" 
— "hat was as far as he got, for the next instant. 
‘She Sung her arms around his neck, slammed her 
“ody into his and opened her mouth. The tip of 
her tongue seared him. 

When she pulled away from him, he saw that 
her face was flushed and her eyes glittering. 
ЕЕЕ иа the heat, Mr. Hackett. It always does this 
4 k^ ‘to me. Steals away all my inhibitions. That was 
` why I gave the girls the afternoon off.” j 
He turned around. ` 
Her fingers were fumbling with a knot at her І 
waist, "You might say this is your lucky day. I & 
was just waiting for the first man to come into 
this room—alone." 
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AS SERENELY dignified as the direct heir to a throne, 
Hollis Carroll swept into the lobby of the Great Southern 
Hotel and passed beneath the wide banner strung overhead 
from wall to wall. Her eyes, quick and keen, flicked over 
the words—WASHINCTON WELCOMES THE ASSOCIATION OF 
YOUNG EXECUTIVES, 

She moved.on. Behind her, staggering under the burden 
of a half-dozen pieces of luggage, came two bellboys. And 
behind them, a little like a shepherd’s dog watching for 
stragglers, her steps firm, her face primly unemotional, was 
Nora Randall, Hollis Carroll’s secretary and aide. 

Heads turned. But then heads always turned at all of 
Hollis Carroll’s entrances, and neither she nor her aide 
indicated by look or gesture that they knew they were being 
stared at. People interested in mass motivation had long ago 
given up trying to determine the cause for the stares, which 
might have been Hollis Carroll’s imperious red-headed 
beauty itself, or perhaps the automatic deference shown by 
ordinary mortals to all rich and successful Americans. 

In either case, the awe was understandable, for Hollis 
Carroll was truly beautiful, successful and famous. But just 
as her beauty was special and unique, so was her claim 
to monetary fame—she was sole owner of a fleet of oil 
tankers which used Galveston, Texas, as home port. 

Just before the quartet reached the reservations desk, 
Nora Randall, lithe and trim, sprinted ahead and announced 
to the clerk that Hollis Carroll had arrived. This proved 
to be unnecessary, for already the flustered man was hold- 
ing the key aloft like an auctioneer at a fair. Hollis Carroll, 
obviously preferring not to lower herself by dealing directly 
with the clerk, stood aside and waited with ill-concealed 
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impatience. She ignored the eyes turned in her direction. 

The collective eyes raced over the slim, lean figure clad 
in brown suede, a material admirably suited for revealing 
the length of legs, the curve of hips, the flatness of belly 
and the shape of torso, while at the same time protecting 
the flesh itself from voracious gazes. Her small feet were 
planted in brown pumps, and the symmetrical calves of her 
legs were encased in shining sheer nylons with seams as 
straight as ruled lines, Hollis Carroll remained in the center 
of the lobby, a gloved hand on a rounded hip, the other 
hand idly twirling an alligator handbag. 

The lobby of the Great Southern at the moment of Hollis 
Carroll’s arrival was crowded with the members of the 
AYE in the process of greeting one another after a year’s 
separation. But at her appearance, men and women alike 
halted their chatter to get a look at the fabulous creature, 
the girl who—barely thirty—had set the business world on 
its ear. For a few brief moments the men wished the pos- 
sessor of such a superb figure did not have such a steel-trap 
brain. The women felt that with such a body a brain would 
be utterly needless, 

Then the dam broke as the AYE's flooded around to 
greet her, emboldened by the one common denominator 
they had—membership in a far-flung organization—as 
though that licensed them to clap her on the back and wring 
her hand. Cries of familiarity echoed in the congested 
lobby. 

Hollis Carroll took a deep breath, braced herself, made 
her mouth into a semblance of a smile and faced the horde, 
It was more like a fan club of bobby-soxers clustering around 
its idol than a group of young executives who wielded no 
little power, individually and collectively. 

“Holly. Holly Carroll.” A man’s voice, shrill and anxious, 
cut above the murmur of the throng, and she turned to it. 
Fred Hackett, the plump and balding executive secretary of 
the AYE, was waving frantically from the fringe. 
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Hollis excused herself and made her way to him, “Mr, 
- Hackett," she said, by way of greeting, 

“Holly,” Hackett said urgently, “sorry to break up a fine 
show, but 1 had to talk to you right away. Is it true your 
name is going to be filed for the presidency of AYE this 
week?” 

The lovely red-haired girl nodded. “So I’m told. A few 
friends down Texas way said they thought it would be a 
good idea to have a cowgal as head of this bunch. Any 
objections?” 

“Not at all. Just wanted you to be sure that you register 
with the board of directors before Tuesday.” This was 
Monday, the first day of the week-long convention. “Rules, 
you know.” 

“Of course. I'll have Nora take care of it” 

“Fine. Didn’t want you to forget—that was all. Thanks, 
Holly . . . and Holly”—Fred Hackett’s eyes gleamed— 
"you're looking gorgeous as usual." 

“Thank you, Mr, Hackett, Now I wonder if you could 
shoehorn us through this crowd so we can change. Nora 
and I are about to become unstuck with this heat,” 

“No sooner said than done.” The executive secretary 
began flailing his arms and issuing cooing commands and 
the throng melted away. Hollis Carroll and Nora Randall 
followed the bellboys into an empty elevator and left the 
lobby behind. 

Some minutes later the two women were in the suite 
which overlooked the square dominated by a Civil War 
General astride a bronze horse, Hollis lay stretched out 
on the double bed, watching Nora unpack bags and hang up 
garments, 

“Just as soon as I feel human again,” Hollis said idly, 
"I'm going to climb into a cool tub and stay there for a 
month. How do people stand: this city in the summer? 
Worse than the Panhandle in July.” У 

Having already discarded her tailored jersey and high 

~ heels, she reclined on the pillows, clad only in white satin 
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brassiere, which pressured the fleshy parts of her breasts 
upward, and the suede skirt and nylons, Now she sat up, 
reached under the skirt and unhooked the stockings, peel- 
ing them downward and off her toes. Rid of the hose, she 
et the skirt remain midway on her thighs, her legs slightly 
„parted as if to receive the machine-cooled air of the room. 
The skin thus revealed was tinted the hue of sagebrush— 
human beige. She ran her hands over the fatless expanse 
of her abdomen, up over the cage of her ribs until they 
cupped her breasts. 

“Oh, Nora,” she sighed, “here we are at another of these 
interminable conventions, Seven days of getting stared at 
and pawed at and propositioned, Why do we come?" 

Nora Randall looked over her shoulder from the closet. 
‘A diminutive bundle of energy, she had been Hollis Car- 
roll's Girl Friday for some four years, and in that time had 
come to know her employer quite well. She knew when 
she was expected to comment and when she was not. No 
answer was expected. 

Nora’s head was small, with a triangular face—wide 
jawbones tapering to an almost pointed chin, It was pretty, 
in a cold way. Her plain brown hair was cut close to her 
skull, efficiently. In fact, her entire appearance, both per- 
sonal and in dress, was efficient, She was slim to the point 
of skinniness, narrow-hipped, small-breasted, and yet she 
managed to project a certain air of carnality. 

Although she was not expected to respond, she did any- 
way. “Well, actually, Hollis, to me it doesn’t make a bit of 
difference. It’s you the men make the passes at I'm never 
bothered." 

Hollis stretched, her arms reaching into the air, her 
torso shifting at the hips. “There must be some middle 
ground. I get too much attention and you don’t get enough. 

And I think we're both unhappy about it. Surely, there 
must be men in this world who understand moderation. 
Of course, it would help if you were to meet them half- 
жау” б 
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Digging into another suitcase, Nora paused. She was 
kneeling, a position that exposed one slim knee and part of 
the other thigh. Not altogether unattractive. “You know 
J don’t care, Hollis,” she said tonelessly. “I like to do my 
work and that’s all. I prefer to be alone, rather than discuss 
sex with drunken men.” 

Hollis swung around until she was sitting. “Sometimes, 
Nora, I suspect that you once had a past. Maybe some day 
you'll tell me about it.” She stood up in a way which told 
Nora the conversation was ended. Her fingers fiddled at 

"her waist for a moment and suddenly the suede skirt parted 
and slid to the floor. Without the protective sheathing, her 
hips—encased in snug-fitting panties—seemed larger than 
they actually were. The empty garter hasps hung from the 
material to flap on her skin. 

Barefoot, she walked toward the bath. At the same time 
her hands went up her back to release the snap of the back- 
strap of her bra. She flicked the wispy garment across the 
room. 

In the bathroom she stripped the only other piece of 
attire from her body, The door mirror caught her eye. 
Thirty-two years old, and still a long way from showing it. 
Firm breasts, full hips and long, sinuous legs. What a 
shame... 

Her hands twisted the faucets. What a shame that she 
had to share this body with her husband. Not that she dis- 
liked Denby Carroll. Not at all. But she did wish he were 
not sixty-five years old. At that age a man was not what he 
should be. 

Of course, if it were not for the business in Galveston 
and the perpetual traveling about the state by plane and 
Cadillac, she might be in a state of frustration. Business 
activity usually kept her out of trouble. But right now, 
looking at her naked body in the mirror, she never felt 
more like trouble. A week in Washington . . . in a hotel. 
Many things could happen. 

. She touched her breasts and then stepped into the tub 











12 CONVENTION GIRL 


of cool water. So intent was she on not slipping that she. 
did not notice another pair of eyes in the mirror, those of 
Nora Randall The door was canted just enough so that 
Hollis’ image could be seen in the other room. It was 
probably just as well that she did not see Nora’s eyes: 
their expression might have confused Hollis, for the staring. 
girl had the look of a woman in love... 
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The cab ahead of his had discharged a female passenger, 
and James Barton had time to study the flawless symmetry 
of one nyloned leg as it emerged to be followed by a simply 
astounding torso. By the time his cab had moved into place, 
the creature had strode under the canopy of the entrance 
to the Great Southern, and Barton had to pause long enough 
to pay the driver and direct the alert bellhop to seize the 
bags. As it was, he still had time to catch the unmistakable 
wiggle of superb hips as they wound their way through the 
doorway and into the lobby. 

Jim Barton sighed the sigh of a man who knows he has 
no business letting his mind stray from his company, the 
Barton Brewery. Nevertheless it was reassuring for him to 
know that the endless hours he had spent on the firm had 
not dulled his senses to idiocy. He was still able to appreciate 
a neatly turned ankle, even though he did not feel free to 
pursue it. 

Odd, the restrictions success put on a man, Instead of it 
permitting him to do whatever his impulses dictated, success 
imposed propriety upon him by way of having made him 
a leader of industry. 

He paid the cabbie and followed the bellhop into the 
lobby. The buzzing roar of the guests smote his ears and 
without being told, he knew another AYE convention was 
under way, The banners, the placards, the gaudy signs—all 
proclaimed the convention, and the glories of AYE. The 
usual jokers were out in force, virtually unchanged from 
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"the previous year when the AYE had met in New Orleans, 
and were now regaling one another with hair-raising tales 
of the French Quarter, as if they had been saving the stories 
for fifty-one weeks for telling now. 

At the sight of him several men broke away and reached 
for his hand and pounded his back. 

“Jim Barton! How's the old beer baron?" 

“Good to ace you, boy! Ready for a lost week?” 

Laughter burst over him, and looking into the flushed 
grinning faces he wondered why he could not feel the same 
fellowship or hilarity. Instead, he was irritated. He did not 
like to be back-slapped or touched unnecessarily. Suddenly, 
he wanted to break away and leave the shouters behind. 
But he could not do it, of course. Convention life was a 
delicately balanced thing, and if one came one had to 
accept it without reservations. 

So he took it and dished it out. Asking how the family 
was and how was business going and how did the future 
look, And saying no, he wasn’t married yet, he was just a 
dyed-in-the-vat old bachelor, oh yes, it’s true that the brewery 
had nearly doubled its output in the last twelve months 
and Barton’s is really rolling now, you bet, from the look 
of things no reason to expect the sales curve to go any- 
where but up. See you later. Your room? Why not? As 
Jong as the beer you serve is Barton’s. 

Jim Barton backed off, like an infantry company cover- 
ing its flanks as it retreated. Shaking a hand here, listening 
to sage advice there, interlocking an arm, smiling at the 
right time, frowning seriously. Gradually he made his way 
to the desk and registered. The gaiety went on unabated, 
as abandoned as Homecoming Day at a rah-rah college. Ex- 
cept that these returnees were the presidents and vice presi- 
dents of some of the most important firms in the nation, and 
not a one was over forty years of age. Could be, thought 
Barton, that the sudden lessening of responsibility results 
in a reversion to the carefree days of youth. Look at the 
American Legion and their water pistols. 


E 
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And look at Jim Barton making like a sage, a misanthropic 
old man, and he hasn't even been in the hotel twenty 
minutes, 

He spotted his bellboy parked near the elevators, waved 
to him and eased his way through the pressing crowd which 
grew by the minute as newcomers arrived and the others 
were reluctant to go to their rooms. At the elevator was a 
table laden with mimeographed bulletins concerning the 
activities of the coming week. Barton pocketed one, 

"Jim Barton," a voice said warmly, “remember me? 
Fred Hackett?” 

A hand appeared out of nowhere and automatically Bar- 
ton seized and shook it. “Of course, Fred. How are you? 
Expect a big gang?” 

“Overflow. Best yet.” The round red face smiled confi- 
dently. “Got a minute?” 

“Sure,” Barton replied, wishing there were some way of 
getting away from the lobby. "What's up?” 

Hackett’s face erased the smile and his blue eyes turned 
serious. “You.” 

“Huh?” 

“That’s what’s up. You. You're up for president of this 
motley crew.” Hackett lowered his voice, although it was 
needless—the continuous roar of voices drowned him out 
easily. 

“I don’t get it,” Barton said, genuinely mystified. 

“Then I'll give you a quick run-down, Jim. The board 
and officers have been hunting high and low for a new 
president. Since no man can succeed himself, the current 
one—Bill Carveth—is out. And since we wanted a strong 
one, a yote-getter, a good talker, a good salesman and 
someone who would appeal to the ladies—well, we figured 
you were the one.” 

Barton rubbed the back of his hand over his forehead. 
"But why didn't you notify me in Philadelphia?" 

“Nope.” Hackett grinned. “Knowing you, we figured you 
would get indisposed at the last minute and decline to run. 
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This way you are here and that's that, We won't take no 
for an answer. You're our man. Voting is on Thursday, so 
that will give you nearly four days to line up support." 

“You mean I don’t get a chance to turn you down like 
old General Sherman did? I will not run if nominated, I 
will not serve if elected,” 

“Not a chance,” Hackett said, his face beaming. 

Barton shrugged, “Tell you what—I'm also going to spend 
the next four days finding out what a president of AYE із, 
But you tell me—who is my opposition? That is, just in 
case I decide to accept.” 

“Blake, the lumberman from Oregon—owns half the 
state, I understand, and he’s got most of the west coast 
backing him. And Carroll of Texas. You know, the sexy 
wife of the old man who invented money. Bunch of mil- 
lionaires down there are prepared to pour good hard cash 
into Washington to be sure she gets it. It won't be a push- 
over, Jim, but with the board and the current officers back- 
ing you, you'll make it in the end. But like I say, better 
start kissing babies.” 

Hackett glanced around. “Come to think of it, some of 
these babies would make pleasant kissing.” One hand came 
up, landed on Barton’s shoulder, then Hackett started back 
into the crowd. “See you later, Jim.” He winked. 

Barton winked back and went over to his bellhop who 
was waiting with increasing exasperation. At the sight of 
Barton he glanced up hopefully. Barton nodded. 

In the elevator Barton fell into thoughtfulness. Hackett's 
announcement was wholly unexpected. And the executive 
secretary had been correct in guessing that Barton would 
not have come at all if he had known what was in store. 
Of course, his chances were slim indeed, considering the 
caliber of his opposition. He knew Blake, knew him as a 
capable man. He did not have to know Carroll—or was it 
Carol? Anyway, with Texas influence hehind her she would 
be tough to beat, also. So actually he had nothing to worry 
about. He would not be elected. 
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The door slid open and Barton followed the bellhop out 
and down the corridor to his room. 

Yet, what was so ghastly about being president? It paid 
$25,000 a year plus expenses and entailed a year of travel- 
ing around the United States and the rest of the world as 
а roving ambassador of good will. And carried a hell of a 
lot of prestige to boot. 

Tt was something to think about. 

“Oh, sorry,” he said to the patient bellboy. “Here.” He 
dug a couple of bills out of his pocket. For the first time, 
the boy smiled. He thanked Barton and left, 

As Barton walked to the window which looked out over 
the city his mind was congested with conflicting thoughts. 
‘There was the very serious matter of being president of the 
AYE, And there was also the rankling memory of that hip- 
swinging dish he had followed into the hotel. Probably 
someone’s secretary. Suddenly aware of how alone he was 
in the empty room, he wished he had been foresighted enough 
to bring along a secretary. He certainly could use one right 


now... 
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Liz Tremblant was the glamour-girl mascot of the AYE. 
As Fred Hackett’s assistant she had been coming to the 
conventions for seven years; she showed no signs of letting 
up for the next seven. For one thing, she enjoyed the func- 
tions immensely—it was fun to be in a position that enabled 
her to mect just about every member of the association. 
And since the membership was made up of three men to 
every woman it could not help but be interesting. 

Her blonde hair and her voluptuous body were familiar 
to all AYE’s—in more than one way. Possessed of a won- 
derfully large and shapely bosom, she made no effort to 
hide it; indeed, each of her dresses had been selected to 
display her full-blooming glory. : 

As much as anything else, Liz Tremblant's body was 
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trademark of the AYE. The huge breasts, the narrow waist, 
the slimly sensuous hips and the saucy prettiness of her 
face... that was AYE. 

At the moment she was doing what she enjoyed doing 

_most—drinking with “the boys.” Having reserved the en- 
tire Great Southern Hotel, the AYE also gained possession 
of the various cocktail lounges, And anytime at the con- 
vention was cocktail time. 

In addition to Liz, the boys included Fred Hackett, Jon- 
athan Corey, the northeastern vice-president, who had his 
own woolen mill in Massachusetts, Carl Bessler, who con- 
trolled the Great Lakes district, and who was a power in 
the cereal field, Bauer from Florida, Catlett from Tennessee, 
Each in his own right a powerful voice in his state and a 
powerful voice in AYE. 

Liz noted that Bessler, the chunky, fair-haired second- 
generation German, had trouble keeping his eyes away from 
the place where her bodice dipped dangerously. As a favor 
she leaned forward to hear Hackett’s words. The dress fell 
away to expose a generous expanse of milky white curved 
flesh, She had long ago learned that a simple gesture like 
that could sway the balance of power in AYE politics. 

Bessler licked his lips. 

“Have you talked with Jim Barton yet?” Catlett was 
asking. 

Hackett nodded. “And it’s as we figured—he was a little 
reluctant, which fits right in with our plans.” 

Bauer, who at thirty-five had amassed a fortune in the 
frozen orange-juice market, frowned at that. “I don't get 
it. Why is it so good that he's reluctant? Seems to me 
you'd want a guy who'd be eager. Like Blake." 

“You've got it wrong, Bauer. We don't want a hotshot. 
Because we can’t control a hotshot, That figures, doesn’t 
it? If Blake ever got in we'd be out in the cold. We want a 
guy who doesn’t really care very much about the position, 
‘That way we can call the plays and pull the strings. Right?” 

To Liz Tremblant this was old stuff, repeated year after 
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year with only minor variations. She did not worry about 
how it would turn out—she had seen Fred Hackett in action. 
often enough to have faith in his ability to get his point 
across, She almost yawned, but that would never do. She 
had to keep up the appearance that this was fascinating 
talk. Besides, it was amusing to watch Bessler sweat over 
her. 

“What about Hollis Carroll?" Corey put in. "I hear 
she's got a lot of money in back of her. Those Texans 
would sell their souls to get her in." 

Hackett conceded that she presented a problem. “How- 
ever, if you boys get behind Barton with your bloc of votes 
I think we can lick her too. Granted, it won't be easy, but. 
we can do it.” 

His eyes met Liz’s for an instant—but it was long enough 
for her to discover that her maneuverings had disturbed 
him as well as Bessler. The look was unmistakable: he was 
hungry. 

"It's vita" Hackett went on, “to give Barton the impres- 
sion that he is the only man for the job. If you talk to him. 
let him know that we need him, that we have confidence in 
him, and that he'll have a free hand.” 

Catlett went white under his tan. “A free hand! Are you 
nuts?” 

“Relax. All I said was to tell him that, Of course he won't 
have a free hand. There's too much at stake for all of us 
to allow that. Don’t worry, Bruce, there won't be anything 
to worry about with Barton. But there will with either 
Hollis or Blake. Right, Liz?” 

Liz touched her blonde hair vaguely. “Right, Freddy. 
Tn all the years I've worked for Freddy, Mr. Catlett, he 
hasn’t made a mistake yet. Which is one reason why AYE 
is such a respected organization. And also one reason why 
the association pays him fifteen thousand a year as execu- 
tive secretary.” 

The men nodded agreeably, not so much at her words | 
as at the sight of her blatantly sexy body, and she knew 
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that once more she had earned her salary. Hackett flicked 
an eyelid at her and she knew she had done well. 

“Anyhow,” Hackett said, rising to terminate the discus- 
sion, “I’ll be in touch with you all during this week. lf 
anything crops up I'll let you know. Meanwhile, try to get 
the grass-roots feeling, will you?” 

The others were unanimous in their agreement. At a 
sign from Hackett, Liz rose, too, and together they left the 
lounge. When they were outside and on their way to the 
elevator, he squeezed her elbow. 

“So far so good, baby. I've got an idea that Barton will 
make a better puppet president than Carveth did." 

The touch of his hand on her elbow made Liz shiver. 
Expectation made a warm knot in her stomach. "Let's 
forget politics for a while, Freddy. I've got other things on 
my mind." 

“So have I,” he said. 
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THEY went to Liz's room, and while they were there day- 
light changed to darkness, but for Fred Hackett it was not 
entirely dark, for the creamy beauty of the girl's skin 
radiated a soft illumination of its own. They knew one 
another well, at least as far as their bodies were concerned. 
Every square inch, each nook and cranny, the tiny invisible 
triggers that could set off a spastic, ecstatic twitching of 
muscles and nerves. 

Neither pretended that it was love which kept them to- 
gether. It was the gnawing hunger in the vitals, which each 
knew precisely how to alleviate. And actually such an 
arrangement was ideal, for there was never any danger of 
love turning rancid and thus becoming hate. There was no 
jealousy between them. Just necessity, and necessity can 
overlook and ignore any mere extreme of emotion, 

Now, lying on his side with his upthrust arm holding up 
his head, Fred examined the girl next to him. He knew her 
body's profile well, but he never wearied of looking at it 
and rejoicing inwardly that it was his for the taking when- 
ever he chose. 

Blonde hair trailed over the pillow. Her eyes were shut, 
but her red-painted mouth was open and moist, Her mag- 
nificent breasts rose to points. He touched one with an 
exploratory finger and watched the flesh quiver. Then his 
hand dropped swiftly to her abdomen, laced with firm 
sinews; and paid mute homage to the thousand acts of love 
they had performed together. 

Shifting slightly, he let his lips come to rest on the soft- 
ness of a shoulder. 

Liz stirred. Her eyes opened. “Freddy,” she said and 
searched for him, 

20 
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He understood what she meant with that one word. She 
meant that although he was no prize as a physical specimen 
—after all, he had a balding head and a thick waist and 
short legs—to her he was something very special. They 
would never marry, but what they had now transcended 
marriage in the aecepted definition of the term, Their 
marriage was one founded on mutual understanding, beyond 
meed of clergy to spell out. 

"Freddy," Liz said again. "What's going to become of 
us?" 

Fred loosed a sigh. His mouth moved from the shoulder 
to the slope of one breast. “Who can say, my lovely?" he 
murmured into the flesh. “Many things can happen. Why 
do you ask?” 

Her fingers tightened on him. “I may sound very frilly 
and wifely, but I suppose any woman does eventually, Don’t 
be angry that I bring it up. I’m just thinking out loud. 
Is it possible that we'll ever leave the association and travel 
and go somewhere else?” 

“It’s possible,” he replied, suddenly afraid she was going 
to suggest a wedding. 

“When? This year? Next?” 

“We're still young. What's the great hurry?” 

“But you have enough money now. You wouldn’t have 
to work another day in your life if you retired tomorrow.” 

Between his lips he felt the little bit of flesh harden. He 
resisted an urge to clamp fiercely with his teeth. “What 
makes you say that? You know what I make on the job.” 

“I know what everyone thinks you make. Fifteen thou- 
sand a year. But I can only guess at what you get over 
and above that, by handling the books yourself, Five hun- 
dred members pay annual dues of five hundred dollars each. 
That comes to a quarter of a million dollars, Freddy. But 
let's not go into all that now. I just assumed you knew me 
well enough to trust me. I won't force the issue. It will 
come in time." 

Abruptly she rolled over and faced him, From their 
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feet to their necks, their two bodies met damply, familiarly, 
Her free hand went over his back to the base of his spine. 
There her fingers did a nervous little dance. 

“Unless,” she went on distantly, “there are other reasons 
why you are sticking with the association. Maybe it isn’t 
only money that keeps you interested.” Wet lips investi- 
gated the whorls of his undefended ear. “You don’t have to 
answer me, Freddy, dear. I’m just thinking out loud.” 

Convulsively, his arms reached out for her and he drew 
her closer to him, wanting to shut off the flow of words 
and yet not wanting to tell her to stop talking, for he did 
not dare chance offending her. He knew instinctively that 
she was peculiarly wrought up and tense. She was driving 
at something—a topic that really had no business between 
them when they were in bed. In a way she was not playing 
fair—she was flouting the rules they had laid down so long 
ago. Why did it matter so much? 

Liz spoke again, but her words were more disjointed, as 
though some restriction had been placed over her mouth, 
“Always, every year at convention time, you've angled to 
get a weak president. In a way it’s understandable—you 
want to run the AYE. But I can’t help feeling that there is 
another, larger reason underlying it, Freddy. I really—feel 
that... ahhh... it can’t be fear .. . because you don't 
scare easy. It has to be... something ... else... big 
and solid and long-lasting . . . oh, Freddy . . ." 

In the gloom their bodies merged, became a unit, as 
it had been so many times before, but with each time 
was fresh, new, exciting. The girl’s breasts quivered over the 
rims of the man’s cupped hands. Hidden muscles in both 
man and woman jerked viciously. And then, at very nearly 
the same instant, a sledge hammer ecstasy struck them both, 
Had cither wanted to, neither could have spoken, for 
their throats would have throttled all but the sound of love, 


e 
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The nap had been refreshing and now that he had show- 
ered and shaved, Jim Barton was ready to face the terrors 
of the first night of the convention. Actually the business 
sessions would not begin until Tuesday morning, but the 
clan had gathered and was building up a colossal head of 
steam, Along toward the end of the week it would let loose. 
Monday night was a kind of dry run as guests and members 
reconnoitered for suitable ways of making their own brand 
of mischief. Against his better-judgment Barton decided to 
dress and join the merrymakers. 

Despite the fact that he had been in Washington less than 
four hours he had already received three phone calls and 
five telegrams from various branches of the brewery ask- 
ing for advice or help on policy problems. With ten offices 
in as many parts of the country it was inevitable that snags 
would crop up every few hours. What continually amazed 
Barton was the fact that he never panicked. In fact, he had 
yet to panic, although when the elder Barton had died five 
years previously, the younger one had been still in college 
and had not the slightest conception of how to operate a 
multimillion-dollar business. He had learned a lot in that 
time. 

He felt the need of a drink and some nonsensical con- 
yersation—not about malt beverages. He dressed in front 
of the mirror on the closet door, studying his face for the 
new lines that seemed to appear every few months, and his 
torso for superfluous flesh. It was still a youthful face, 
perhaps a shade too attractive for a man, what with wide- 
set brown eyes and straight nose and full lower lip and 
solid jaw, but he had learned that his deep-pitched voice 
would offset any impression that he was the “boss's pretty 
boy son.” 

He put on a short-sleeved sport shirt under the weight- 
lessness of the summer suit. Then, neat and pressed, he 
went downstairs to see what was cooking with the other 
members of the Association of Young Executives, strangely 
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exhilarated at having been chosen from them all as a 
possibility for the head of the organization. 

Magically, with the coming of night, the sports clothes 
had given way to evening attire, the men wearing dark 
suits and shirts with French cuffs, and the women dressed 
in airy gowns, Just as magical was the change from boyish 
antics to sophisticated aplomb. The talk in the cocktail 
lounge was subdued to cultivated whispers. 

Feeling a little out of place in his tan suit Barton decided 
nevertheless to plunge in. He did not have to stay long. 

Jonathan Corey, the lean, taciturn New Englander, spotted 
him and pointed to a vacant chair at his table, Barton 
nodded his thanks and joined the man with whom he had 
shared a philosophical fifth of bourbon in New Orleans 
the year before. 

“Jim Barton,” the woolen king said. “Sit down. Good to 
see you, fellow.” Corey wigwagged at a passing waiter and 
ordered drinks. Barton readied himself for the usual pre- 
convention chitchat. He was not prepared for what Corey 
actually did say. 

“Wanted to tell you that I think it’s great, your going 
for the top job of the association.” 

Barton blinked. “How did you know? I just found out 
about it myself a little while ago. In fact, I've been a little 
dubious . . ," 

“Fiddlesticks! AYE needs you, Now don’t give me that 
stuff that the brewery needs you more. I run my own com- 
pany, too, but I'm well aware that I can be replaced if 
need be.” 

“It’s not that,” Jim mused, wrapping his hands around 
the sweating glass. “My idea of a president for AYE is, 
well, Bill Carveth. He’s well-known and can acquit himself 
in public speaking. And he doesn't mind the limelight.” 
He wondered why he was talking like this—he could almost 
taste the position, 

Corey smiled indulgently. “Well, that will come in time, 
Jim. Take my word for it that a bunch of us are pushing 
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you. By golly, I wish Hackett were here now so we could 
diseuss the strategy more thoroughly, but I guess he has 
his hands full with the programs and the roster.” 

A sudden regard for the Bostonian swept over Barton 
and he wished he had spent more time in getting to know 
the AYE’s. They were real people. He made a silent vow 
to devote more time to getting to know each and every one 
of them. 

“As for your competition,” Corey was saying, “I wouldn’t 
lose any sleep over it. We can make a deal with Blake 
easily enough. And the Carroll crowd is so small that it^ 
won't mean much. Besides, a woman hasn't got much 
Ба? = 

Barton said, “I know Blake. Done business with him a 
few times, but who is this Carroll?" 

Corey’s eyebrows went up into his pale forehead. “Sur- 
prised you haven't met her. She's been to most of the 
conventions. The last three, anyhow.” 

“Well, if you recall, I only stayed two days in New 
* Orleans and I skipped the previous one altogether.” 

“That's so. I's impossible to meet everyone at one of 
these things. However, it’s your own fault. You missed 
something. This Hollis Carroll is one of the damnedest look- 
ing women I've ever come across. Would make most of 
our Back Bay stock look like plowhorses. Fiery too. But 
what else can you expect from a redhead?” 

“Redhead?” Jim Barton repeated. “And her name is 
Hollis?” 

“Right. Not very old. Thirty, maybe, but smart as the 
proverbial whip. Built like a greyhound, What she ever 
saw in old Denby Carroll I can’t imagine, He’s at least 
twice her age and ав grumpy as they come. ‘Course the 
fact that he made himself about twenty-five million in oil 
might have helped. And also that he bought up a fleet of 
tankers and gave them to her as a wedding present—that 
might have helped. Anyway, she’s just about the most 
beautiful Young Executive in the country. As I say, it’s 
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surprising you don't know her. Now if I were an eligible 
bachelor . . .” 

Corey left the sentence unfinished, but there was no mis- 
taking the implication of his smirk, 

Jim Barton sat stiffly, the drink forgotten in his hand. 
In his mouth was a peculiar dryness and his heart was beat- 
ting irregularly. He felt a tap on his arm. 

"Jim," Corey's voice whispered, “There she is now. 
There's your competition." Barton looked up. At the en- 
trance to the cocktail lounge were two women, one stand- 
ing just a pace to the rear. Hollis Carroll, slender as a reed, 
wearing a scarlet dress that clung hungrily to her contours, 
paused for a moment. From behind her the lights of the 
lobby were diffused through her red hair, bringing it to 
flaming life. Then she moved forward, and with her steps 
each magnificent leg from ankle to hip was outlined boldly 
under the scarlet sheathing. As graceful as a ballerina she 
floated into the lounge. 

A few steps to the rear was the nearly inconspicuous 
figure of Nora Randall. They found a table and sat down, 

Jonathan Corey laughed nervously. “What did I tell you, 
eh? Not bad.” He turned back to Barton. “Say, what's 
wrong, Jim? You look as if you've seen a ghost.” 

“Huh, What's that?” Barton blinked and rubbed his eyes. 

"Your face, Jim. You're white as a sheet. That drink all 
right? Maybe it ought to have been beer, hey?" Corey 
chuckled, 

“Yes,” Jim Barton said, “Yes, perhaps so.” With trem- 
bling hands he raised the glass to his lips. 

“Apparently Hollis didn’t bring the old man with her 
this time. Might be a good opportunity to mect her—before 
the stampede starts, I mean. What say? I know her slightly.” 

“No,” Barton snapped quickly. “No.” Then, “Sorry, I 
didn’t meant to be abrupt, Jonathan. It was just that I hate 
to table-hop. Bad manners and all. Some other time. Be- 
sides, I’m not so sure that an introduction will be necessary.” 
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"Hmm? How's that? Thought you said you didn't know 
the lady.” 
“j meant that I didn’t know Hollis Carroll. But T think 
I do know the woman. | met her once," James Barton's 
voice grew just a shade thicker. “I met her once," he mur- 
» 


mured. “A long time ago... + 


Ф 


Fred Hackett sat propped up on the bed, his arms hang- 
ing over the headboard. The lights were on and he was able 
to watch Liz as she dressed for the evening, He waited until 
she had drawn a sheer wisp of nylon up over the length 
of a slim leg, patting the top smooth before hooking it. 
Then he spoke. 

“You thought you were pretty clever, didn’t you, my 
sweet,” Hackett said, “when you started to pump me while 
my guard was down?” 

Liz looked up, brighteyed. "I only said I was" 

* Thinking out loud. Yes. I know. Nevertheless, they 
weren't idle thoughts. Well, frankly, I have no intention of 
answering any of your rhetorical questions. You'll know 
when the time comes. But I think you know me well enough 
to see that I'm no starry-eyed idealist. Nor am I a cross- 
my-heart-and-hope-to-die disciple of the Association of 
Young Executives. In fact I think anybody who dedicates 
his life and limb to an association is missing out on a lot. 
It’s like being an indentured servant, because you're neither 
a real member nor are you able to be objective enough to 
get a chuckle out of it, And these conventions!” 

Liz, absorbed in her seams, appeared not to be listening 
vnrefully, but just the way she held her head told Fred she 
was taking in every word. She was looking back over her 
shoulder with one leg held out for her view. Wearing only 
wispy pink pants and a garter belt and no brassiere, she 
made a very pleasant study in curves and angles, а sculptor's 


delight. 
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"This stuff to me," Fred said, totally unmoved by the sight 
of the partially draped form, “is kid stuff. ‘The eternally 
youthful American men proving they aren't fuddy-duddies 
at all, but robust and full of pep. Ugh. Won't they ever 
grow up? Think of all those Babbitts in all those do-good 
clubs. Wearing funny hats and making funny faces and 
trying to be the young lovers they never were in the first 
place. Drinking themselves into alcoholic stupors for a 
week, breaking their necks to knock off the first thing in 
skirts that will look at them, and taking home a sweet 
hangover.” 

The executive secretary slapped one hand on the pillow 
at his side. “Do you blame me for giving these goofs the 
business? They don’t deserve anything better.” Suddenly 
his lips clamped shut. He had said more than he intended to 
say. He watched Liz for any sign that she had read be- 
tween the lines, 

The blonde girl was occupied with fitting a size thirty- 
eight bra to her breasts. She said nothing. 

"Don't get me wrong," Hackett said hastily. “I’m not 
about to toss this job up for grabs. But a guy’s got a right 
to gripe now and then. Don't mind me, Liz. You know 
how I get before every convention. By the time it’s over 
T'm all sweetness and light again.” 

Liz crossed bare-footed to the floor lamp, where a dress 
hung limply on a hanger. Except for an odd stiffness in 
her step she acted perfectly normal, as if he had not said 
anything out of the ordinary. 

But there was something, Inexplicably, her eyes refused 
to meet his, 

Now it was Fred’s turn to busy himself with dressing. 
He felt he must fill the awkward gap with words, but 
caution warned that he be choosy with his subject matter, 
Enthusiasm had carried him beyond the bounds of safety— 
he must not let it happen again. Faithful as Liz was to him 
he knew that even she must have her limits, 

As he considered it again, he realized that what he had 
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зп mind was of enormous scope. It would have far- 
reaching repercussions if he pulled it off. And he must 
tread with extreme care. For a moment he wondered. if 
“he had not bitten off more than he could masticate. It. was 
not too late to change his mind and back off—to try again 
another time when he was more sure of his ground, 
No. Damn it, he had been putting if off too long. The 
time was now and Barton was the man. He had to go 
through with it, Liz Tremblant notwithstanding. 
The lady in question was finishing up with her lipstick. 
‘A moment later she rose to her feet and did a quick step 
that made her skirt flare out. “Well, Prince Charming, 
shouldn't we be off to see the AYE's before they start 
adding two and two and getting sex?" 
He was wrong about Liz, he decided, on seeing the un- 
ruffled loveliness of her. She suspected nothing unusual. 
It was merely his own imagination. 
“By all means,” he replied genially. "Let us be off to see 
how our employers are doing. We may as well earn our 
salaries." 

As they left the room and started down the corridor, 
Fred Hackett found himself hoping that James Barton was 
as easy a pushover as he looked. 
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BILL CARVETH, incumbent president, wandered about 
in a happy daze, greeting people he had not seen for 
a year except from over the top of a lectern during one 
of his two hundred speeches during the same time. A 
politician-type, he had the facility of grinning and shaking 
hands with all comers and making the recipients believe 
he was their personal buddy, Only now and then did 
he have to ask Fred Hackett who was who. 

In a way he was sorry to see his year come to such a 
quick and irrevocable end. Ever since he had inadvertently 
stumbled upon a process to utilize the prickly husks of 
chestnuts as synthetic fibers for the clothing industry he 
had been inordinately wealthy—and had had nothing to do 
but get richer. His year as head of AYE had been an ex- 
citing one, so exciting that he had taken his $25,000 salary 
and turned around and contributed it to the AYE charity 
fund, a project administered by Fred Hackett. Of the five 
hundred at the Great Southern Hotel, Bill Carveth was 
probably having the best—and saddest—time of all. He was 
a lame duck and he knew it and Hackett knew it. 

With. two. days left of his tenure, Bill Carveth's fat jowls 
and good-humored face were aching with forced smiles. 
He approached Hackett, 

“Surely there must be something for me to do, Fred. I 
feel like a discarded old shoe. Everybody seems more con- 
cerned about who will be the next president than they are 
with me.” 

Hackett clucked sympathetically, “Fame is fleeting, Bill. 
You know how fickle the public is. One day you're on. 
top, the next they won't even drop an alm in your cup.” 
He shrugged philosophically. 
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“But somehow it seems there should be a place for me 
to make a farewell speech or something like that. A state- 
ment to the press, maybe. You know." He made absolutely 
no effort to keep the pleading out of his voice. 

“Come to think of it, Bill,” Hackett murmured, “I do 
think there is something.” 

Carveth beamed. “What is it?” 

“A release for the papers. Let me mull it over awhile. 
I want to be sure it’s right." He squinted thoughtfully. 
“A policy statement. How would you like that?” 

“Great! Just great.” 

“Naturally, you'll want me to knock out a draft for 
your final approval and polish?” 

“Naturally.” 

Hackett scratched his neck. “On the other hand, if we 
delay too long the papers won't get it until too late and 
the chance will be lost. Maybe I'd better—" 

“Suppose,” the president interjected, “you just knock it 
off yourself and send it out under my name.” He grinned 
fatly. “I trust you, Fred, old boy.” A huge paw clapped 
Hackett’s back. 

Hackett smiled. “Thanks a lot. Then we'll do it that way. 
When I have the girls run it off I'll give you a copy so you 
won't be too surprised when the reporters see you on it. 
Okay?" 

“Okay. And Fred—you don't know how I appreciate 
this." 

Fred walked away. "That goes double for me, Bill," he 
said aloud. Under his breath he added, “And I’m not 
kidding . . .” 


































Ф 


Regina Staples, the supervisor of the AYE pressroom, 
was the only occupant of the place when Fred Hackett 
entered. Although only twenty-two, Reggie had shown signs 
of the initiative and imagination Hackett admired in his 
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subordinates. She also. possessed a sullen attractiveness he 
liked. Her jet-black hair was cut almost as short as a boy's. 
She rarely wore make-up; but with such a full, pouting lower 
lip no lipstick was needed to enhance her mouth, Her teeth, 
gleaming white, were the tiniest fraction too large for her 
mouth, a feature Hackett found infinitely disturbing. 

At the moment she was clad in white tennis-shorts and a 
man’s shirt with the tails tied together over her abdomen, 
which left a few inches of flesh exposed. She was sitting on 
a stiff-backed chair with her feet drawn snugly up in front 
against the, underparts of her thighs. 

It fascinated Hackett that any human being could be so 
petite as to fit herself on the top of a chair and still be com- 
fortable. Thinking about it, he almost missed seeing the bit 
of pinkness she wore under the shorts as it pecked out. 

Reggie was reading over a typed manuscript. At Hackett’s 
entrance she lifted her eyebrows, sucked in her cheeks and 
mouthed a hello over the tops of her knees, 

“How're things, Reggie? Where are the others?” 

"It was getting too hot in here, Mr. Hackett,” Reggie 
replied with no sign of fear. “I told them to take a swim 
in the pool.” 

Hackett did not care for his staff wandering about with- 
out his okay, but he hesitated about reproving Reggie. So 
far, she had managed to get the work done and that was 
what counted. 

“How about the newsmen?” 

Reggie shrugged. “Guess they're at the meetings—or in 
the bar.” 

From his inside coat pocket Hackett withdrew three typed 
pages. “I have something here,” he said, "I'd like you 
to run it off." He wondered why he felt apologetic, 

“All right.” Reggie held out her hand, She was still 
perched on the chair as Hackett went to her, It was warm in 
the room. Beads of perspiration had formed on Reggie's 
upper lip and on her forehead. Under her arms, the man’s 
shirt was stained wet. 
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Hackett looked down the slope of skin made by her bent 
legs. There were creases in the shorts where the legs came 
together. He held his breath. 

Reggie glanced at the pages with the practiced eye of 
one who has spent long hours in copy and proof reading. 
It figured—in the course of a year in the New York office. 
she was responsible for an enormous amount of typed and 
mimeographed material Once or twice, she glanced up at 
him with lidded eyes, frowned slightly and then resumed 
her reading. When she finished she tossed the sheets onto 
a littered table, 

“When do you want it to go out, Mr. Hackett?” she 
asked matter-of-factly. 

“Tonight. Let me see it before you send it.” His breath 
was thick in his throat. His clothes felt very tight. He 
waited for her to speak again, for when she talked she wet 
her lower lip and made it glisten. For the first time he 
noticed that when she breathed her firm young breasts 
dented the shirt. The identical dimples in the material told 
him she wore nothing under it. 

Reggie was watching him almost insolently, but he did 
not feel like an all-powerful boss—he felt more like a school- 
boy overwhelmed by his first proximity to a sensuous 
woman, 

Suddenly she stood up and faced him. One of her white, 
white hands reached out and fingered his necktie. “This 
is quite a release, Mr. Hackett, Are you sure you want it 
to go out like this?” 

Hackett had to clear his throat before he could answer. 
“J want it to go just as it is written." 

“Has Mr, Carveth read it yet?” 

A flash of anger shot through him. “I don’t think that’s 
your concern, Reggie. You just do as you're told." 

A very faint smile touched her mouth. "Anyone who 
does publicity for a company or association has a certain 
amount of responsibility. I felt I should mention to you that 
this is rather strongly worded. Does Mr. Carveth really 
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advocate trade with Communist nations?" The probing 
finger slipped between two buttons of his shirt and the nail 
scratched at his skin. 

"Now, look here," he began angrily. He clamped his 
hands on her forearms, intending to give her a good shake 
ing. “Suppose you stop asking impertinent questions and” 

That was as far as he got, for the next instant she was 
in his arms and his mouth was glued over the ripe lower 
lip. As if a dam had burst, she flung her arms around his 
neck, slammed her body into his and opened her mouth. 
The tip of her tongue seared him, 

"Through his trousers he could feel the inherent heat of 
her unclad thighs. She dropped one shoulder, lifted it, 
dropped the other and then did it again, and the continuous 
rolling motion rotated her breasts against his chest. Her 
grip on his neck was such that he was bent forward and 
she was bent backward so that her hips were angled under 
his. He could taste the perspiration on her lips, 

When—without warning—she pulled away from him, he 
saw that her face was flushed and her eyes glittering, 

“You know I'll do whatever you say, Mr. Hackett,” she 
whispered in that insolent voice. “But there isn't such a 
dreadful rush, is there? It can wait a few minutes, can’t it?” 
One side of her mouth crooked upward in a smirk, “Why 
don’t you lock that door?” 

Dazedly, as though he had been slugged by a heavy- 
weight, he made his way to the door and turned the key 
in it. He sucked great gasps of air into his lungs, His head 
spun dizzily. Distantly, he heard her voice. 

“It's the heat, Mr. Hackett. It always: does this to me. 
Steals away all my inhibitions, That was why I gave the 
girls the afternoon off.” 

He turned around. 

Reggie's fingers were fumbling with the knot of shirttails 
around her waist. “You might say this is your lucky day. 
T was just waiting for the first man to come into this room. 





CONVENTION GIRL 35 


—alone.” The tails fell free and she concentrated on the 
buttons. 

Numbly he walked toward her. 

“You can help me out of this shirt,” she said huskily. 


LÀ 


Hollis and Nora were discussing the election. 

Lacking official membership, Nora was technically barred 
from attending any of the meetings, but through Hollis’ 
influence she was able to sit in occasionally. Most. of the 
time, though, she preferred to wander about the city and 
rubberneck, or when she was tired, to ensconce herself in 
the lobby and remain as inconspicuous as possible, all the 
while watching and measuring the other women. 

Between speeches Hollis had found her in a leather chair 
behind a potted palm, not far from a potted man. 

"You look as though you've been carrying a longhorn 
on your shoulders, Nora. What's the matter?" Hollis slid 
onto the arm of the chair, balanced on one slim flank and 
thigh. 

Nora got right to the point. "I think this election thing 
is a mistake, Hollis. I wish you'd skip it." 

“Look who’s talking. If my memory serves me you were 
tickled to death when my husband first mentioned the idea 
a couple of months ago.” 

“That was then. This is now. After looking this bunch 
over I'm not so eure it would be a good thing. You don't 
meed the money and it will entail a lot of traveling and 
speechmaking. It's a nuisance of a job. You already have 

« enough to do back home." 

Hollis placed one of her hands atop Nora's head, much 
as she might pet a puppy. “My, you really are worked up 
over this, aren’t you? Tell me more.” 

Nora jerked her head from under the hand as if afraid 
of contamination. “All right. For one thing it can't add to 
you, Already you’re known as the hottest thing in the ex- 
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ecutive field. So if it can't add, then Why bother with it? 
You'll be taking a chance on losing something, That is, 
if you get the spot in the first place." 

“Now that’s loyalty for you,” Hollis chided. She smoothed 
the skirt taut over her thigh so that the outline of the 
stocking beneath was revealed. “Don’t you think I have 
the stuff?” 

“Oh, Hollis, of course I do. I wouldn't have worked for 
you all these years if I didn't. You know that. It's just that 
these associations are run by cliques, The board puts up its 
slate of new officers and everybody yaks about it for a 
while, but in the end they are voted in, in toto, It wouldn't 
look too good for you—and Texas—to get beaten in an: 
election like this. That's what I mean about withdrawing 
from the race. Forget it.” 

Hollis considered her friend's words. A finger idly 
twirled a hanging red curl. She stood up. "Your attitude. 
astonishes me, Nora," she murmured. "This wasn't a mat- 
ter of life and death. Sure, some of the boys back home 
got worked up over the idea. Hell, they'd get worked up 
over a ping-pong championship. To me, this making a little 
campaign was a way of having some fun here. But if you 
don’t think I have a chance . . ." Her words trailed off 
sadly. 

"It's not that, Hollis. I's—oh, never mind. Forget I even 
brought it up.” 

Hollis watched her narrowly. “Who is it, Nora? I've 
known you long enough to know what's eating: you. Somo- 
body has rubbed you the wrong way. Who?" 

Nora closed her eyes and clenched her fists, “All right,” 
she blurted. “It’s that Hackett fellow. There’s an air about 
him that I don’t like, He's—he's—sly.” 

Laughter flowed out of Hollis’ pink-tongued mouth. 
“Him? For some reason I guessed it was my opposition, 
Borton. Burton, Benton. Whatever the heck his name is. 
l haven't met him, but I understand he’s really a sharp 
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character. Oh, Freddy Hackett doesn't bother me. Sly, in- 
deed. Insipid, perhaps, but not sly. He's a clown." 
Nora was standing now. She shrugged her slight shoul- 
ders. “All right, I’m sorry I mentioned it. But if you want 
to know why this whole circus irritates me, Hackett is the 
” 


“Wait. Don’t go.” Hollis restrained her with a hand. “I 
don't for a minute intend to back out on this campaign, so 
maybe you can give me a hand, reluctant as you are.” 

“What?” Nora asked petulantly. 

“Find out about this—Barton. That's his name, James 
Barton. I'll meet him eventually, but before I do I want to 
have a quiverful of arrows. Forewarned is forearmed, you 
know. And I’m just in the mood not only to beat this clique 
that runs the AYE, but beat the sharp Mr. Barton as well.” 


4 


BY THE NIGHT of the second day, Tuesday, the conven- 
tion had gathered momentum and was rushing along. 
Outside of a few minor snags, all went well. 

Two or three members were treated for heat prostration 
after a couple of hours of sightseeing in the Washington 
humidity. Not more than half a dozen were incapacitated 
for inebriation; only two fights were reported by the bar- 
tenders; merely one guest was reprimanded for having an 
unregistered woman in his room—at midday. The break- 
age of glassware, furniture and bric-a-brac was slightly 
less than in bygone years, 

All in all, Fred Hackett and the board of directors were 
satisfied with the deportment of the young geniuses—but 
they kept their fingers crossed. 

Tt was the program chairman, Chub Hawkins, one of 
Hackett’s aides, who finally dropped a rock into the middle 
of the serenity. He sought Hackett out at the dinner where 
a group of AYE alumni who jokingly referred to them- 
selves as “The Old Timers” were cavorting on the stage 
in women’s clothing and having simply a hell of a time, 

Hackett’s indulgent guffaw froze at the sight of Haw- 
kins’ face. “What's up, Chub? Trouble?” 

“Afraid so, Mr. Hackett. Jonathan Corey's been called 
back to his mills in Massachusetts, Strike or something." 

"Too bad," Hackett murmured, watching the men on 
the stage. “So?” 

“So this—that leaves a blank spot on the program.” 

“Then put somebody in to substitute for him. Don’t 
come running to me everytime there's a nosebleed, Chub, 
I've got my own worries.” He turned his back, 
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“But Mr. Hackett, Mr. Corey had a special spot. You 
picked him yourself.” 

“Hmmm. What was that?” 

“The introduction at tomorrow night's dinner.” 

"Yeah? Who's talking then?" 

. “James Barton,” 

Hackett swiveled around quickly. “Well, damn it, why 
didn’t you say so instead of stuttering around about it. 
Liz" The blonde girl -at his side looked up out of eyes 
glazed with boredom. “Come on.” 

Outside the dining room the three went into a huddle. 
“Who else you got?” Hackett demanded. 

“Nobody, really. Mr. Bessler and Mr. Bauer are sched- 
uled for other programs. Mr. Catlett is MC for that dinner. 
And we can't ask Mr. Carveth.” 

Hackett slammed a fist into an open palm. “Damn. This 
introduction of Barton is vital. It can make or break the 
election. We can’t let just any dope get up there and sound 
off.” 

“How about you, Mr. Hackett?” 

"That's out—Im supposed to be impartial. Liz, don't 
just stand there. Think of something." 

Chub Hawkins was raptly contemplating the sweeping 
beauties of Liz's breasts, which seemed on the verge of 
erupting from the top of her white gown. He was puzzled 
how a woman with such a huge bosom could have such. 
small hips. 

Liz said, “Hollis Carroll.” 

“What!” 

«Т said—Hollis Carroll.” 

“Okay. So I’m thick. Enlighten me.” 

“Jr's a natural, Fred. Get Hollis Carroll to introduce 
Barton at the dinner. If she takes the opportunity to run 
him down the crowd will figure it's sour grapes and sym- 
pathize with Barton. If she doesn't—well, the crowd will 
think that even La Carroll has seen the light and admits 
Barton is the best man for the presidency. You can’t lose.” 
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Hackett sucked at a cigarette and digested this theory. 
His fleshy face glistened with sweat. 

Chub Hawkins, having worked for the AYE for just 
under a year, was used to his boss's idiosyncrasies, but at 
the present moment he was unable to discern any cause for 
alarm. After all, it was just an introduction, 

“You've got it, Liz,” Hackett said at last, “T should have 
thought of it myself.” 

“If you want,” Liz said dryly, “I'll be happy to give 
you the credit,” 

Hackett ignored the sarcasm. “That's it then, Chub. See 
Hollis Carroll and tell her she'll do the intro for Barton. 
If she needs any biographical material she can get it from 
the pressroom. Or she can see me, Okay?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

With one hand touching Liz’s elbow, Hackett led the 
way back into the dining room. 

Chub Hawkins paused for a moment, studying the de- 
licious sway of the snugly contained hips, marveling at 
the wonderful symmetry of the even division. After the 
couple had disappeared from his view the boy sighed sadly, 
wishing he were old enough to make a play for Liz Trem- 
blant, and then wrote the name of Hollis Carroll over the 
crossed-out name of Jonathan Corey. 


ge 


James Barton. Hollis Carroll repeated the name to her- 
self as she stood before the open glass doors that led onto 
the narrow private balcony looking out at the Washington 
night. 

In the other half of the suite, Nora—the faithful, inde- 
fatigable Nora—lay sleeping. It was nearly midnight, and 
from far away Hollis could hear the tinkling sounds of a 
party. Below her the streets of the city were etched in the 
darkness by streetlights. In one direction, like an air lane 
traffic light, was the top of the Washington Monument; in 
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another the bright, white glow of the Capitol itself, inspir- 
ing as hope against the black sky. 

James Barton. 

Phe name seemed to hang in the air just a few yards off 

| фе baleony, a rankling irritant she tried to erase, but 
could not. A warm scented waft of air blew against the 
diaphanous folds of the negligee she wore. The breeze 
seeped through the porous stuff and caressed her. She held 
the garment open in order to expose more of her flesh to 
the night air, She realized now it had been a mistake to 
open the windows of an air-conditioned room, for the bal- 
ance was upset and the coolness was being dissipated. But 
the thought of remaining cooped up with a machine all 
night—with no fresh air—had been suffocating. Now the 
warmness licked over her bare breasts and she felt a little 
more true to herself. 

Odd why the name James Barton should bother her. 
She was positive it meant nothing to her. True, she had 
seen it a few times in the AYE News which Hackett’s staff 
put out once a month, And even Nora’s research had dug 
up nothing unusual, outside of confirming the rumors that 
he was an extremely handsome and eligible bachelor, that 
he kept pretty much to himself, that he was a moderate 
man in his habits, and that he was unbeholden to any 
‘woman. 

Why, then, this concern? Because he happened to be 
the man opposing her for the head of AYE? Hardly. She 
didn't want the office that badly. Because he was so obvi- 
ously an attractive man and had never so much as given 
her, Hollis Carroll, a tumble? That was probably closer 
to the real reason, but it was still not right. 

As she dwelt on it, it came to her that what she sought 
was beyond the normal realm of activity. Almost as though: 
it were some spiritual kind of thing—a sort of mental 
telepathy, telling her to beware. Of what? No answer for 
that either. 

“Hogwash,” she said aloud, and the sound of her voice 
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startled her. The sound and the word itself. If any of her 
fanatic fans ever heard her talk like that they would prob- 
ably commit mass hara-kari. She was supposed to be the 
frozen-faced, sophisticated epitome of Texas beauty. And 
the boss of a fleet of oil tankers. But this was getting her 
no closer to the question which plagued her thoughts— 
what right did this unknown phantom of a man have to 
keep her from sleeping? It was getting to the point that 
she hated the very name. James Barton. A plain, simple, 
totally undistinguished kind of name, What made him 
think he was so much? 

In her anger she tore the negligee from her body and 
went to the French doors, her arms outstretched on the 
frames for support, and let the warm breeze strike her di- 
rectly. Her breasts seemed to rise to the challenge until 
they were firm and hard and high. Her feet were parted, 
the soles feeling the coldness of the hardwood floor, and 
the breeze kissed her thighs. 

Tf she hated him, why was she getting worked up to 
such a lustful state? And not giving a grain of thought 
to her husband? 


Ф 


In a room two floors below, Jim Barton sat in a deep 
armchair underneath the glowing bulb of a floorlamp. A 
cigarette hung unlighted between his lips. On his lap was 
an open book. But he was neither reading nor smoking. 
He was staring fixedly at a spot in the rug, and his mind 
was going over the conversation he had had with Chub 
Hawkins. 

"The eager young man had found him in the Men's Bar, 
nursing a solitary Scotch-and-water. 

“Ah, here you are, Mr. Barton,” Chub had gushed. 
“Been looking all over the hotel for you.” 

“What is it, Chub?” Barton had asked absently. He had 
been thinking of the memorable entrance Hollis Carroll 
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had made into the cocktail lounge the day before and 
how he had slipped out without her seeing him, much to 
the dismay of Jonathan Corey, who had been all set to make 
a match. 

“J wanted to find out a little about your speech at to- 
morrow’s dinner, Mr, Barton, so that the introduction will 
be suitable.” 

“Mmmm. I gave a copy of it to the pressroom, Chub.” 
He had wished that the kid would have gone away. 

“That’s closed now,” Chub had persisted. “If only you 
could just give me an idea—” 

“All right, It’s nothing remarkable. I’m going to call 
for less government interference with private industry, a 
greater effort on the part of AYE to close ranks against 
Communism, û return to the free enterprise system that 
seems to have gotten away from us. How’s that?” 

Chub had looked blank. “Guess it’s fine. Sounds as if 
you're going to cover everything. That should do it. I 
think she should be able to figure it out better than I 
can," He had turned to go. 

“She?” 

“Huh?” 

“You said she. What did you mean?” 

“Oh, that’s right, you didn’t know. Mr. Corey was called 
back to Massachusetts about a strike in his mill, so Mr. 
Hackett and Miss Tremblant and myself got together” 

“Dammit, Chub, come to the point!” 

“Oh. Hollis Carroll is going to introduce you when you 
speak tomorrow night . . .” 

And that was how Hollis Carroll had entered his life, 
again. 

Now, sitting alone in a Washington hotel room, he won- 
dered what he should do about it—he knew he couldn't 
sleep it away. 

There were a few fascinating possibilities. One, he could 
be mistaken—perhaps this redhead was another Hollis. But 
even as he thought of it, he knew that was wrong. There 
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was only one Hollis—this Hollis. Two, it could be that she 
would have trouble remembering him—after all, it had 
been a very long time ago and it was pretty dark, to boot, 
But that too was childish. Of course she wouldn’t have for- 
gotten him. Had he forgotten? 

Lastly, he could seek her out, introduce himself and 
maybe have a good chuckle over it. 

That was the most ridiculous premise. There was noth- 
ing to laugh about—it was no laughing matter. Despite the 
crust of five years which lay over the memory, it was as 
lucid and clear as when it had happened. 

Five years, he thought. How swiftly they have gone. . 
and how emptily. 

The cigarette, like the book, was forgotten now as it 
rested between his dry lips. His eyes looked at the spot on 
the rug, not seeing it, not wanting to see it. And his mind 
carried him out of the Great Southern Hotel and Washing- 
ton, back and back and back over the years, to when he 


had been newly in charge of the vast holdings of the 
Barton Brewery ... 


He had left Los Angeles that morning after a visit to 
the plant there, where the General Manager had shown 
him open disdain on the first day of the inspection and 
abject admiration after the fourth. He had left knowing 
there would be no trouble about loyalty from the California 
division. Then he was aboard the Sunrise Limited speeding 
across the enormous barrenness of the Southwest under 
the spacious sky with its trillion. yellow stars im a setting 
blacker than black. 

He could not sleep. He never could sleep on a train, 
renlly, and he wished he had insisted on flying his rounds, 
but the trustees and officers of the firm had been adamant, 
talking about company regulations and the like, 

As he lay restless in the casketlike berth he heard every 
click-clack of the rails, every clanging warning bell at each 
crossing, every buzzer for the porter’s attention, every slip- 
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pered foot in the aisle just beyond the thick green curtain. 
He tried not to think about all the things that could go 
wrong with the firm or how he would handle, two days 
hence, the very difficult dictator who operated the New Or- 
leans division. 

And in trying not to think about them, he did. Click 
Clack. Brrrnnng. A black island shooting through the black. 
ness from nowhere to nowhere, 

He got up. He was thirsty. He wanted a cigarette. He 
wanted to take a walk. He wanted to take a swim. He got 


up. 

Clad in pajamas, robe and slippers he padded through the 
car and went out into the vestibule, It was cooler there 
and noisier, and the vibration of the wheels tremored up 
through his feet into his legs, giving him a vigorous mas- 
sage. He lit his cigarette and stood at the window, watching 
the night rush by. Now and then he could see the lights of 
a lonely house on the prairie or the headlamps of a car 
driven by a frolicsome driver as he tried to race the train, 
staying abreast for a while and then gradually, inexorably, 
falling behind until the lights were obliterated by the 
darkness. 

He had no idea how long he had stood there, his hands 
thrust into the pockets of his robe, the cigarette in his 
mouth, his eyes staring out at a black Texas. But he was 
suddenly startled half out of his skin when he felt the tap 
of a finger and heard a voice at his side. 

*May I have a light, please?" 

A woman wearing a quilted satin robe and high-heeled 
backless slippers was standing there, a cigarette poised at 
her lips. By the dim glow of the porter's light he could see 
she was young and not unattractive, but it was not until he 
struck a match that he saw how young and how attractive, 
The flare of the flame splashed illumination into her face, 
highlighting it so that in that one instant it remained for- 
ever carved in his brain. He had never seen a woman as 
lovely. At the same time he noticed her hair was a rich red, 
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silky and long, trailing languorously over her shoulders 
and down her back, 

“You're in this car, too?” he asked stupidly, afraid she 
might disappear if he did not speak to her, 

“Yes,” she said with a misty smile and in a voice which 
seemed to come from her toes. “I got on just a few hours 
ago. Everything was dark." She looked at him out of large, 
lustrous eyes as green as emeralds. She wore no make-up, 
he could see, but he had no trouble picking out the shape 
of her soft-looking lips or the angle of her high cheekbones 
or the tilt of her chin. 

Jim Barton suddenly felt as clumsy and gross as a hippo 
at a tea party, This creature was so soft and dainty that 
he was afraid to touch her lest he might hurt her, 

“Don’t you envy people who can sleep on trains?” he 
said. 

She didn’t look at him when she answered. “No. Only 
the insensitive can sleep on trains. It is impossible for the 
sensitive. To have the mind and the body rushing through 
space is not quite normal. People who manage to ignore 
that deserve to sleep on trains.” 

Barton studied her curiously. Her words did not quite 
make sense, Yet there was enough sense to indicate they were 
not gibberish. Lighting his own cigarette, he held the match 
close to her face. She was beautiful all right, no doubt 
about that. But there was something else—a tensencss, a 
fiercely withheld straining which tightened the tendons in 
her throat and drew her flesh taut over her jaws. She 
had the look of a woman on the verge of hysterical tears. 

For a long time they stood together in the vestibule of 
the train, talking sometimes, but mostly remaining silent 
and watching the darkness fly past. Time stopped for Jim 
Barton and he had no desire to return to the sleeplessness of 
the berth. He was strangely at ease with the nameless red- 
head at his side, and when he spoke, it was with the knowl- 
edge that she would listen carefully to what he said, not 
out of courtesy, but out of mutual comprehension. A kind 
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of electrical rapport had been set up between them and he 
wondered crazily how he could have lived all his life so far 
and never missed it, for it seemed as natural to him as his 
arms or legs. 

‘At last, out of desperation he asked, “Where are you 
going?" He realized he was breaking the unspoken law 
between them, but he had to know. 

“А very long way," she replied softly. 

‘There was no answer for that except, “I’m going to New 
Orleans.” The moment he said it he wanted to kick himself 
because the red-headed girl had not been referring to miles 
at all. 

She flashed him a swift smile of understanding at his 
misunderstanding. 

“Pm sorry,” he said. 

“No need to be sorry. I must go.” 

She turned to face him for the first time. Her head was 
back so their eyes would meet. Her hands were tiny 
clenched fists at her side. The neck of the satin robe had 
parted slightly and he saw a triangle of pale skin, Lower, 
the robe swelled out in a smooth semicircle formed by her 
breasts, 

Barton made no attempt to touch her with his hands 
although he would have given his soul for the courage. But 
it seemed like the most ordinary thing in the world for him 
to bend forward and kiss her on the mouth. Their lips were 
together for only the space of two ticks of a watch, but 
the fire they ignited crackled through his nervous system 
like a crazed thing. 

She left him standing there and pushed through the 
door into the car. In something like a panic, he followed, 
wanting to call her back, to kiss her again, to touch her. 

They moved past the dozing porter into the middle of 
the car. He seized her shoulder as she paused before the 
berth opposite his. The curtain was ajar. 

She made no attempt to dislodge his hand. Instead, a 
wry, sad smile touched her lips. The tightness seemed to 
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have left her face and in its place was a quiet contentment. 

He wondered if the kiss had done it. She smiled again 
and then she slipped between the parted green curtains and 
went into her berth, Barton stood there for a full minute 
with sick helplessness sucking the life from his body. There 
was nothing he could do. 

Presently he went into his own berth, a little dazed, un- 
sure as to whether the woman or the incident were real 
at all. But before he could go very deeply into such specu- 
lation he was asleep. 

When he next awoke she was there, looming over him, 
looking down at his face, her expression one of tenderness 
and possession. She was kneeling on top of the sheet, at his 
side, one hand just touching the window for balance, the 
other holding the curtain. She did not have the robe on. 
She had nothing on. 

He remembered that he moaned in surprise and her 
finger came down and touched his lips in caution. He 
Teached up to her and touched the slim column of a bare 
arm. She accepted the pressure and joined him under the 
sheet. 

His whole body was immersed in the heat she generated. 
Under his touch she was so incredibly soft that he was 
speechless. Their legs met smoothly, effortlessly. Their 
bodies flattened evenly. 

Their mouths met in a kiss—not a peck of a kiss, but a 
kiss that delved into their very souls. When at length his 
mouth left her lips it moved over the half-open green eyes, 
the pert, straight nose, the assertive chin, and then away 
from her face to her smooth neck then to the incomparable 
treasure of her breasts. 

Roaringly, they joined one another, and the surge and 
thunder of the train was no greater than the surge and 
thunder he felt in his loins when he finally took her as 
he had known he would the first moment he saw her. 
Unstintingly, uninhibitedly, she gave herself to him in a 
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way that he knew she could never give herself to any other 
man. 

He would remember forever the gently strong arch of 
her body against his as they sped through the Texas 
night... 

He was only vaguely aware of the touch of her cool 
lips on his warm forehead when later, much later, she 
moved out from under the sheet and left the berth, He felt 
he should say something, but sleep was too much with him 
and it overtook him before he could speak. For the first 
and only time in his life he slept well on a train. 

He awoke to the brightly shining sun as it streamed 
through his window. He hurried to dress, anxious to see 
her in the daylight. In less than five minutes he emerged 
from his berth to find that virtually the entire car had 
been transformed from berths to compartments again. The 
compartment of double seats across the way was painfully 
empty. There was no bag. No sign of habitation at all. Not 
a hairpin. 

Frantic, he strode up the aisle, thinking that perhaps he 
had made a mistake in the night. The other passengers gave 
him curious looks. There was no redhead. 

‘The porter. The porter would know. 

“George,” he said, when he found the man on duty, 
“have we made any stops this morning?” 

The porter grinned. “Sure have, sir. Stopped in Fort 
Worth over an hour ago. I tried to wake you, but you told 
me to go peddle my papers.” He laughed aloud. 

“Fort Worth? Where are we now, then?” 

“Be pulling into Dallas before long.” 

“But that can’t be—look, there was a girl, a very pretty 
girl. Red hair. Did she get off at Fort Worth?” 

“Yes, sir. Real pretty. She got off at Fort Worth. I 
helped her with her luggage. Real pretty.” George smiled 
happily. 

“Her name. Have you got her name somewhere?” 

George bobbed his head. “Believe so. On the reservations 
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list.” He dug out a sheet of ruled paper and ran a dark 
finger down it. “Here,” he murmured. “Miss Lansing. Miss 
Hollis Lansing. That the same one?” 

“Yes, Yes. Thats the same one. Is there any address?” 

"Sorry, sir. Even if there were, we couldn't give it out. 
Company rule.” 

“But how can I find out where she lives? It's very im- 
portant, George. Believe me.” 

George lifted an eyebrow. “I believe you,” he said 
knowingly. “But I don't think it would do you no good, 
anyhow.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean just that. It won't do you no good.” 

“Why?” Fear slugged him in the belly. 

* "Cause as she got off she said to me "Porter, aren't you. 
going to congratulate me?’ And I said, ‘What for?’ And 
she said, ‘Because I’m going to get married today, Isn’t that 
wonderful?’ And I said, ‘Yes, ma’am, it sure is, and con- 
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gratulations. 

The porter shook his head and scratched the back of his 
neck. “Funny thing, though. She didn’t act like no bride I 
ever saw. She acted like the most unhappiest woman I ever 
saw in my whole life . . .” 
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GOING down the silent corridor of the hotel after he left 
the elevator, Jim Barton found himself acutely aware of the 
precise hue of the narrow carpet which wound snakelike 
under his feet. Rich maroon, impeccable, well-tended, it 
marked a fastidious management, The cream-colored blank 
walls were sterile as a hospital. Never had his senses been 
so cognizant at once—he absorbed everything, as though he 
might never see or smell or feel or hear quite as he did dur- 
ing these seemingly endless minutes, At last, the door with 
its plated number. 

Jim Barton stopped before the door and stared at it, 
trying to see through it. He raised one hand and tapped on 
the panel with his knuckles. Not very loud, but the noise 
seemed to echo thunderously along the corridor, betraying 
the fact that James Barton was knocking on Hollis Car- 
roll's door long after midnight. 

For a long time he thought there would be no answer, 
that she was either at one of the parties or asleep. Then 
the metallic click of the doorknob and the lock and then 
the door was opening. He stopped breathing. 

Her face appeared in the sliver of space, framed by the 
doorway and topped by the incomparable red hair. They 
looked at one another for nearly ten seconds, not speaking, 
not blinking. 

Hollis Carroll's perfect mouth opened. "Ahhh." That 
was all. It was a kind of gasping sound that might have 
meant utter relief or black disappointment, Or genuine 
surprise, 

During the past five years he had dreamed of meeting 
her and confronting her with the single question—“Why 
did you run away?"—even before greetings were ex- 
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changed. Now he knew he must scrap his histrionic open- 


“I am James Barton,” he said quietly. “I’m told that you 
are to introduce me at dinner tomorrow, And I thought 
you might like to meet me first” His eyes did not leave 
hers. 

"Won't you come in?” 

She left the door ajar and he went inside. Already, she 
was moving across the room toward the French win- 
dows leading to the tiny balcony. She wore a filmy negli- 
gee, and in the gloom he guessed it was light blue in color. 
A suggestion of perfume hung in the air. The scent of 
jasmine blossoms. 

"So you've come," she said, her back to him. 

“Yes. I've come.” 

“I knew you would—some day.” 

“Were you afraid I would?” 

“Yes, No. I don’t mean that, I was apprehensive that it 
might be at the wrong time.” 

“1з this the wrong time?” 

*"I—I don't know." 

“Yl go away if you like.” 

“No. Please. Don’t go. Not after five years. Don’t go.” 

“All right.” 

He approached her from the rear and had to lock his 
arms together to refrain from encircling her and holding 
her to him. Looking over her shoulder through the hazy 
web of her hair he saw the lights of the city and he thought 
of the first time they had met and looked out at the lights 
of the sky. 

“I should tell you about me,” he said. “So that you can 
make a proper introduction tomorrow.” 

"That's unnecessary. You know it is, Please don't talk 
about it.” 

"Is a wonderful spot for you. You can do a neat job 
and effectively remove me from contention." 

Hollis swung around. Moisture glistened in her eyes. 
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“Must you talk like a fool?” she demanded. “Why are you 
trying to hurt me?” 

Barton ran a hand over his eyes, unable to believe that at 
last she was here before him, just as he had dreamed she 
would be. “Probably a juvenile desire for revenge. You 
hurt me a long time ago—1 don't think I've ever gotten 
over it." 

Hollis dropped her head. "Yes. I know." 

Now he could ask his question, the question he had pol- 
ished and repolished in his mind until it could slide off his 
tongue smoothly. “Why did you run away?” 

There, he had said it. But somehow it did not have the 
bite he intended it should have. It seemed flat and anticli- 
mactic. For he did not really want to know. All that mat- 
‘tered now was that she was here, alive, alone. 

“You know why. The porter must have told you.” 

“He told me you were getting married—but that did 
not answer my question. A person doesn’t come into an- 
other's life and change it and then simply walk out of it. 
Can you possibly conceive the hell I’ve been living in all 
this time?” 

“You never married?” she whispered. 

“I never married.” He said it like an accusation. 

She turned her head away with her fist at her mouth. 
Sobs shook her body. 

“You don’t love him, do you?” he said, “You didn’t even 
then.” 

Hollis shook her head. “That’s not fair. It wasn’t a mat- 
ter of love. It was—it was—” 

“Money?” he shot cruelly. 

“Jim!” she blurted in a voice very nearly a scream al- 
though it did not carry much beyond his ears. “You can’t 
do this to me. You don’t know.” 

“I know,” he said bitterly, “I know that for one night 
we had all that two people could ever want. If it was 
money, I had money, If it was prestige, I had that. Any- 
thing—I would have given it to you.” 
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“Tt was more than that,” she murmured miserably. *Per- 
haps I will tell you one day. Don't ask me now.” 

It was turning out badly. He had not intended it to be 
this way. In his imagination, living it over and over again, 
he had seen himself take her in his arms and soothe her 
and kiss her and tell her they would never part again. Not 
this acid cannibalism, He must change the subject, he must 
veer away from this relentless probing before he destroyed 
everything. 

“About tomorrow,” he said. “You don’t have to go 
through with it. I'll get Hackett to find someone else. After 
all, it is a little absurd to have opponents try to say sweet 
nothings about each other. Either that—or I'll drop out 
entirely.” 

Hollis sniffed and it struck him as a wonderfully domes- 
tic sniff. She was not the statuesque creature he had first 
seen entering the lounge, aloof and noble. Nor was she the 
goddess who slipped into his berth five years ago and then, 
spritelike, slipped out and away into oblivion. She was a 
woman who was crying, and nothing in the world can be 
compared to that. 

“Tf I had known it was you," she said huskily, “I would 
never have accepted. If anyone backs out, it should be me.” 

For the first time the incongruity of the situation struck 
him. He laughed deep in his throat. 

Hollis looked up at him, tear stains on her cheeks, mysti- 
fied. Then she too joined the laughter. Her shoulders shook 
helplessly and he realized it was the kind of hilarity that 
heralded hysteria. That was when he put his arms around 
her. 

Hollis melted into his embrace. A massive shudder rip- 
pled through her body as she buried her face in his chest. 
Through the gossamer fabric that covered her body he 
could feel the haunting familiarity of her breasts and the 
rest of her just as he remembered it. Then they kissed 
and it was like coming home again. The warm soft lips, 
the taste of her mouth, the touch of her teeth on his. He 
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wondered how he had lived these five years without her. 

His hands renewed their acquaintance with her flesh, 
moving gently, insinuatingly. For his hands had never 
really forgotten, either. 

With a little cry Hollis framed his face with her palms 
and kissed him on the mouth, on the cheeks, on the eyes. 
Wetness from her tears stained his skin. 

“Jim. Jim. Jim.” Her voice was thick with emotion. 
“You don’t know what it’s been like—you can’t imagine...” 

Without knowing he was doing it, he reached up to re- 
lease the negligee from its grip on her flesh. He slid the 
collar down over her shoulder, each movement bringing 
more glowingly pink skin into view. 

Abruptly, Hollis pulled away from him and drew the 
garment about her. “No, Jim. Please. Not now. Not—yet.” 

Disappointment was black in him, then he knew that he 
was being hasty, that he was trying to erase five years in 
five minutes. Even he, with all his reckless eagerness to 
make up for lost time and lost love, knew he must move 
more slowly, that he must give her time to readjust. After 
all, he had been aware of her presence in the hotel for an 
entire day; the shock of meeting was not as racking to him 
as it must have been to her. 

He would wait. 

They bid one another a lingering good-night, first at the 
edge of the balcony and then in the center of the room and 
then at the door. At last Hollis wagged her head hopelessly, 
planted one final kiss on his mouth and shoved him out. 

As she closed the door the sound of the bolt clicking in 
the metal housing smothered the sound of another door 
closing. It was the door which led to Nora Randall's 
bedroom... 
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Two floors above and in another wing a party raged. 
Five Chicagoans, scions of some of the plushiest Gold Coast 
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clans, had reserved five adjoining rooms and the gay throng 
surged back and forth between the rooms like bilge in the 
hold of a storm-tossed ship. With blaring phonographs and 
radios tuned to all-night disc jockeys the racket was deaf- 
ening. Now and then the shrieks of happily outraged girls, 
invited through a well-known local procurer, echoed bras- 
sily down the corridors, 

However, there were few complaints, and those were 
quickly shushed by the management. It happened that one 
of the party-throwers, AYE of course, sat on the board of. ' 
directors of the holding company which owned the hotel. 

lt was an open affair and all the members of AYE were 
invited, indeed expected, to attend. But of the five hundred, 
less than forty actually showed up, the others deferring to 
the temptations of bed in order to be able to last the rest of 
the week. Meanwhile the men pursued the hired girls from 
room to room and bed to bed, pausing only to get glasses 
refilled and ardor renewed. 

As the hours wore on the girls wore less. Dresses espe- 
cially chosen for their tear-ability were shredded, and 
nylon-clad legs and brassiered breasts were exposed. The 
sound of a hand landing raucously on bare flesh was not 
uncommon, Here and there a few chases had ended, and 
the chased and the chaser were ensconced on couches or 
chairs in totally unselfconscious embrace. 

Fred Hackett was probably the only really sober man in 
the group. He had long ago made it a rule never to drink 
and do conventions at the same time. For one thing, drink- 
ing meant a certain lessening of his brain power; it dulled 
his senses and allowed vital things to slip by unnoticed. On 
the other hand, if he remained utterly sober and encouraged 
the AYE's to drink their fill, he found that his leverage was 
increased a hundredfold. It was child's play to deal with a 
sodden AYE. Years before, he had arranged to push 
through the amendment which provided for Fred Hackett 
to be the executive secretary on a ten-year basis. It was a 


thing that could never have been done with sober men. 
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Now situated in the middle of the five rooms, he was able 
to observe the comings and goings and to buttonhole var- 
jous influential members in their travels. By asking loaded 
questions in a nonchalant manner he was able to discover 
a good deal about the feelings of the association. What he 
learned disturbed him, and he stayed on longer than he 
cared to, just to verify his findings. 

In the end he was forced to one conclusion: there was a 
ground swell of support for Hollis Carroll as the next pres- 
ident of the AYE. He strongly suspected that her sex 
appeal was a powerful factor in her favor, as well as un- 
disguised admiration for her abilities as a free-wheeling 
executive, 

Hackett made no attempt to change the minds of the 
men. He preferred to listen and nod and say, “She cer- 
tainly is well-liked,” and then ask what was the opinion on 
Jim Barton. It was not that anyone was against Barton— 
everyone recognized him as a go-getter and a potentially 
fine president—but it was just that they were for Hollis 
and her splendidly tight dresses. 

Long before he had intended to leave the mild bacchana- 
lia, Fred Hackett slipped way from the arena and sought 
out Liz Tremblant. The blonde girl was in bed asleep and 
Hackett had to beat his knuckles raw in order to wake her. 

Wearing oversized men’s pajamas which gave her a little- 
girl look, Liz yawned at Hackett, let him in and perched 
cross-legged on the bed. As many times as he had seen her 
half-awake in the middle of the night he still marveled at 
her facility for appearing fetchingly cute. Despite the vol- 
uminous folds of the nightclothes her natural contours still 
managed to be displayed, and in such incongruous fittings 
she was somehow even more attractive to Hackett. He had 
trouble keeping his mind on business, 

“What I’ve been afraid of is happening," he began. He 
chose one of the chairs rather than subject himself to her 
nearness by sitting on the bed. "There's a swing to Hollis 
Carroll.” 
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Liz, gradually coming awake, nodded slowly. “I’ve felt 
it, too, among the women. For all her airs, she still manages 
to project sincerity, It’s surprising.” 

“No, it isn’t,” Hackett disagreed, “Not if you knew her 
background. She happened to be a good-looking young kid 
who was lucky enough to land a millionaire, Came from 
poor folks, dirt farmers in the Panhandle, Then one day a 
touring politician asked her just to sit up on a speaking 
platform with him so the people could look at her. Among 
the people who looked was the governor. He hired her 
for his public relations staff and she helped him get re- 
elected. About that time old Carroll was hunting around 
for a bright young thing and he hired her away from the 
governor, First thing anyone knew, he up and married her, 
signed over some oil fields and that fleet of tankers as a 
gift, and there she is. The point is it all happened so fast 
that she didn’t have a chance to get snooty or high-hat 
about it. She still retained that modesty and sincerity and 
yet is just smart enough to know how to use her beauty so 
it lifts her above the heads of the crowd. Frankly, if I 
weren't so damned afraid of those hotheads in Texas I'd 
seriously consider backing her myself." 

Liz regarded him suspiciously, “For what purpose, 
Romeo?" 

Hackett’s eyes snapped at her. “For the purpose of push- 
ing my own personal program through—that's all. Look, 
Liz, this Hollis Carroll is a lady. Hell, she wouldn't bother 
with the likes of me. I know my limitations—and Hollis 
Carroll is outside of them." 

As he talked he was scribbling in a notebook on his lap, 
and with his eyes thus occupied he did not see Liz's face 
when he mentioned the word lady. Had he struck her with. 
his fist there could not have been a more violent reaction. 
But it lasted only for a second and then it vanished. Only a 
brittle sharpness in the eyes remained, 

“So regardless of what the rumors say, Jim Barton is still 
our man. He's the one we back. But if we expect to win, 
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then there has to be some insurance. I'd like to get Hollis 
to drop out." 0 

Liz laughed mirthlessly. “Grand idea. How do you pro- 
pose to handle her? With a loaded pistol?” 

“Nope.” Hackett grinned. “Something better.” 

“Oh? What is that?” 

“Liz Tremblant.” 

"The blonde girl bounded to her feet and stood over him. 
“Are you out of your mind? What could J possibly say to 
make her quit?” 

“That, my dear, is entirely up to you.” Hackett smiled. 

She was so genuinely furious that she failed to notice 
that the belt which secured the bottoms of her outfit was 
coming loose. Hackett enjoyed the sight of the huge 
things leave her waist and slip down to the floor. The 
tops covered her to a point just below her pelvis. Projecting 
down from under the garment, her perfectly molded legs 
never looked more lovely. 

Angered, Liz kicked the bottoms into a corner. She was 
wide awake now. For a good two or three minutes she 
berated him and his judgment. 

But in the end, his will prevailed, She agreed to see 
Hollis. 

“Liz,” he said patiently, “I don’t honestly know how you 
should handle her, but if I didn't think you could 1 wouldn't 
have mentioned it. It’s all part of the plan. At the dinner 
tonight she’s going to be on the spot. With a few well- 
chosen words from you to undermine her confidence she 
might be tickled pink to call off the campaign.” 

“And what are you going to be doing while all this is 
going on? Counting your millions? Reading your press 
clippings?” 

“fll be working on Blake.” He hesitated. “What do you 
mean by press clippings?” 

Liz shrugged and tossed her hair. “Nothing. Except that 
Reggie told me about a release you gave her. Said it was 
pretty hot stuff.” 
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“I see." He made a mental note to have a private talk 
with Reggie. It might even be necessary to use his hands on. 
that luscious mouth, “Uh—is that all Reggie had to say?” 

Liz had taken up a position between Hackett and the 
bedlamp. As a result the light’s rays shone through the pa- 
jama tops and effectively silhouetted her body underneath, 
limning the slightly parted thighs, the calibrated curyes of 
her hips. 

“Oh,” she said, "there were other things. Girl talk, you 
know. I find her quite stimulating.” 

A struggle raged inside of Hackett. He was excited by 
the vision of Liz Tremblant in the brief garment, but he 
was oddly depressed by the idea that Reggie had told Liz of 
what happened that afternoon in the pressroom. He was 
ashamed and angry at once. There was no proof that Reg: 
gie had told, and he was hesitant to admit it to Liz, but 
from the way the blonde lovely was smirking at him— 
well, it canceled out any desire he had to climb into bed 
with her. 

“In fact,” Liz went on casually, “I might ask Reggie to 
come along with me when I see Hollis.” 

This brought Hackett to his feet. “No, you don’t. This 
is your job. You do it. There will be no Reggie to help 
you.” 

“Well, why not? You said it was up to me. Reggie just 
might have some original ideas.” 

"You're right. She does have original ideas, but she isn't 
going to be allowed to use them on Hollis," 

Liz snorted prettily. “Afraid Hollis will get hurt?” 

“Not at all. It’s just that I have other uses for Reggie.” 

“Meaning what?” 

“Meaning she will help me.” 

“What in the world for?” 

“For when I need her. And I'll need her very soon when 
I start working again on Jim Barton.” 


6 


AS A CHILD Fred Hackett was not very popular, mor, 
due to a pasty complexion and a tendency to plumpness, 
very attractive. Consequently he began his adolescence and 
his teens with a chip on his shoulder and a resentment of 
others who were better looking or better liked. 

But by the time he was a senior in high school this re- 
sentment gave way to the amused knowledge that people 
liked to be flattered. Even the big wheels and the so-called 
“pets” were susceptible. Being of an inventive turn of mind 
he put this knowledge to use by starting an opposition party 
in order to elect one of his few friends to the class presi- 
dency. In turn, this experience taught him that the vast 
majority of people, whether teen-age or adult, were almost 
incapable of initiating original ideas. There were only a 
very few who could really start things, boasts and brag- 
ging notwithstanding. 

From that time on he made up his mind to be a “starter,” 
a mover of men. For himself he had no delusions of gran- 
deur; he did not seck the applause of the public; he was 
content to pull the strings which made the handsome and 
the gregarious ones act. The Army slowed him down for 
a month or so, but he soon learned that noncoms and 
officers too could be swayed; thereafter, his life in uni- 
form was simple. 

When he was discharged, Fred Hackett looked around 
for a place to land. He tried college and found that what 
they taught there could not help him in business. He gravi- 
tated to New York, hooked himself up with a mediocre 
press agent, and plugged entertainers and minor Broadway 
celebrities. Then he was hired to promote a convention of 
song publishers, 
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Watching the guests as they wandered about the second- 
rate hotel on Thirty-fourth Street looking for things to 
do and places to spend their money, he hit on the idea of 
constructing an association of his own, Digging into the 
public library, he discovered there was no organized group 
of young executives. 

That was when the Association of Young Executives 
came into being. Fred Hackett presented the idea to the 
head of a dressmaking firm, who immediately snapped it 
up and got the ball rolling. Inside of a year there were two. 
hundred members, each paying two hundred and fifty dol- 
lars for the privilege of being an AYE, Fred Hackett was 
retained as permanent secretary. 

By this time he had learned the value of a quick smile 
and a handshake and the whispered word of advice, and he 
had also learned that like his onetime high-school class- 
mates, even the rich and successful, could be told what to 
do. So much was he the nerve center of AYE that it was 
no problem for him to handle each president during his 
year in office or to divert surplus funds into his own 
account, 

After five years of uninterrupted successes, a beautiful 
mistress, a staggering nest-egg, and unchallenged control 
of the AYE, he grew bored. Yet he was too wise to leave 
AYE for an unknown job. 

He had to find diversion for the association itself, with- 
out its members actually knowing it. It was too easy to put 
it on record as backing the Republicans or Democrats or 
as being for Virtue and against Sin. There should be 
another, more interesting channel. For nearly two years 
he probed and searched. Then he finally found it, 

Communism, disguised as progressivism. 

lt was the ultimate challenge to his ingenuity to get a 
thoroughly capitalistic organization on record as favoring 
the Party doctrine with the full approval of the members. 
Slowly, ever so slowly, he began to make alterations in 
Bill Carveth’s speeches, changing the tone of the routine 
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mews releases, the tenor of the pamphlets and brochures. 

Within six months he was approached circumspectly on 
behalf of an unnamed government official. There was a lit- 
tle cautious praise for his work and the suggestion that the 
next convention be held in the nation’s capital. Delighted 
with the prospect of intrigue and mystery, Hackett arranged 
to get the site switched from St. Louis to Washington. Not 
long afterward he received an unsigned letter which stated 
precisely how he was to conduct the convention. There 
was even the outline of a speech one of the officers should 
make and release to the papers. If all the conditions were 
met, then Fred Hackett could expect to be contacted by 
the official himself and given further orders. 

Jt was vital that no one know what he was doing, no 
‘one of the AYE, that is, for otherwise the scheme would 
be pointless. The secrecy with which he maneuvered the 
association from extreme right to extreme left was alle 
important. Not that he was so terribly enamored of Com- 
munism or that he hated democracy so much, but that his 
brain needed exercise, and this was it. And this was why, 
in order to insure another year of freedom in handling the 
AYE, he required a weak president like James Barton. 


Ф 


‘At Hollis Carroll's suggestion Liz Tremblant came to 
the suite where Hollis was dashing off some correspondence 
to her office in Houston, Nora Randall had joined a group 
touring the Capitol and Hollis was alone. When Liz went 
in at Hollis’ “Come in!” she saw the red-haired girl 
seated at a writing desk dressed in an impeccable white 
gabardine suit which fit like a second skin, her ankles 
crossed under the chair, her hips fitting the seat flatly. 

Even in the writing position, Hollis presented a picture of 
matchless poise. The only points of contact with the chair 
were her thighs and seat. Her spine was straight and did 
not touch the back of the chair, nor did her nyloned 
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calves. There was no slumping, no sloppiness. Hollis Car- 
roll put as much into doing a letter as another woman 
might into a screen test. 

Liz had met her before during other conventions, but 
theirs had never been an intimate acquaintance; primarily 
because Liz was a little afraid of a woman so beautiful and 
so capable as Hollis Carroll. It was not envy, merely a 
matter of recognition. 

"Liz Tremblant," Hollis murmured with a pleased smile 
on her face. "How nice to see you! Won't you sit down? I 
want to finish this for the next mail. Do you mind?" 

“Not at all,” Liz murmured, relieved to put off the sub- 
ject of her conversation as long as possible, Seeing Hollis 
like this was different from seeing her in action in public. 
It was a little like being a Peeping Tom. She could feel ће 
woman's presence like a living thing, filling the room, per- 
vading the very air. Suddenly, as if a curtain had been 
drawn back from a dark secret, Liz realized why men vir- 
tually worshipped Hollis Carroll. It was as though she were 
a man herself, being projected into a man's mind, and 
looking at Hollis’ superb face and figure with a man's 
eyes, and wanting to embrace that body as a man would. 

She eyed the sweet curves of the breasts as though she 
had never seen feminine breasts before. Her gaze traced the 
flawless sweep of Hollis' pert hips. 

Good heavens! What was happening to her?— getting 
herself hypnotized by Hollis Carroll before she even went 
into her pitch! What kind of woman was this who could 
change girls into men? And yet Hollis had done nothing 
other than to sit on a chair and write a letter, There had 
been no overt movements, no gestures, not even a flicker 
of an eyelash. 

Liz shook herself. This would never do. She had to 
smother the rising pulse of desire sending electric shocks 
along the nerves which fed the most sensitive portions of 
her anatomy, the tender places on the insides of her 
thighs, the nerve endings of her breasts. 
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“Now,” Hollis said briskly, swinging away from the 
desk and placing her hands flat on her knees. “How is 
Liz today?” 

Dizzily Liz made an answer to the effect that she was 
just fine, considering the trials and tribulations of con- 
vention time. 

They chatted briefly about the crowd and the meetings 
and the Washington humidity, Liz knew that Hollis must 
be very busy and yet she was showing infinite patience and 
courtesy, waiting for Liz to speak her piece. Knowing she 
could not put it off forever, Liz took a deep breath and 
plunged in. 

“I thought you might be interested, Hollis, in what the 
gang is saying these days.” 

“Gang?” Hollis queried politely. 

Liz waved a hand. She was behaving like a cretin. “The 
AYE’s. The members, You know.” 

“About what?” 

“About you, Hollis.” 

Hollis gaze never wavered. She showed neither great 
interest nor ennui. "Yes?" 

“About your running for president of the association. 
They say you'll never make it.” 

“Ummm.” 

"Was there a faint smile hovering over Hollis" mouth? 
Idiot! That smile has been there ever since you came in. 
This is just the first time you noticed it, 

“Mind, not that I ever put any credence in what gossips 
say, but I knew you'd like to know what the feeling is.” 

“What is the feeling, Liz?” 

“That you'll be making a dreadful mistake if you try to 
beat Jim Barton for the office." Liz's palms were unac- 
countably damp and she wiped them on her skirt. “Jim has 
an enormous amount of support among the members.” 

"The red-haired girl nodded. For the first time she showed 
that she was not as unruflled as she looked. She stood up 
and walked to the windows. "What do you suggest I do?” 





66 CONVENTION GIRL 


Liz stared at the tapered back, the fine, straight shoul- 
ders, the clean lines of the suit, the narrow waist, the swell- 
ings of the hips, then the good legs with the black-seamed 
stockings and the fragile high-heels. It occurred to her that 
if Hollis ever did a bump and grind in that outfit she could 
be elected mayor of New York. 

"Simply from the experience Гуе had in the past with 
elections and seeing how the ball bounces, I'd say that it 
would be wisest to announce that you have changed your 
mind about running and urge your supporters to vote for 
Jim Barton.” 

Hollis turned around. "Rather the coward's way out, 
wouldn't you think? Of all people, I would have guessed 
that you, Liz, would have favored a woman president. 
Birds of a feather, you know. But here you are, talking me 
out of running just because a few loudmouths haven't 
heard that women have the vote yet." 

“Please. Don’t misunderstand, Hollis. If you had a ghost 
of a chance I'd say go to it. But too often I’ve seen candi- 
dates buck the officers’ choice for president and they were 
never in favor again. They've even lost friends—and 
money, because somehow it is a disgrace to lose such an 
election. Not that the AYE boycotts its own members— 
never in a million years—but you know how the word gets 
around.” 

Liz was breathing with difficulty now. It wrenched her 
insides to talk like this. The more she saw of Hollis in per- 
son the more she admired and respected her. She would 
make a good head of the AYE, of that Liz was certain. She 
would surely be able to put Fred Hackett in his place, And 
as long as Fred was able to pick his own president he would 
be safe and would line his pockets. 

A surge of rebellion filled her throat. Obviously this 
woman was the one to snatch the association out of Hack- 
et's greedy grasp. It was an utter crime that she, Liz, 
should be forced to do his dirty work for him. 

“When,” Hollis asked quietly, “when do you think 
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would be the most propitious time for this announcement 
of defeat?" 

“Tonight, I suppose,” Liz said miserably. “At dinner.” 

“Yes, that would be a dramatic scene, wouldn't it?" 

Liz did not answer. She felt a double disappointment. On 
the one hand, to be the instrument which negated the only 
chance for salvation the AYE had, On the other, to see that 
a woman in whom she had so much faith and confidence 
was accepting the advice virtually unquestioned. Perhaps 
Hollis was softer than she looked. 

“Well, I don’t know just what the reason for this is, Liz, 
nor do I know who put you up to it, although 1 can guess 
that, But my answer is—no. I'll tell you something. Up 
until this conversation, I had decided—for reasons of my 
own—to back out and support Jim Barton. Now I wouldn't 
do it for the world. 1 intend to fight for this presidency so 
hard that it will make your head spin. Is that clear?” 

Liz stared at the beautiful face now hard with determina- 
tion. The smile was still there, but it merely accentuated 
Hollis’ words, Liz felt a resurgence in her heart. She wanted 
to clap her hands and shout her exuberance. 

Hollis had moved back to the chair, but instead of sitting 
on it she lifted one slim leg, hiked the skirt back until sev- 
eral inches of pink flesh was exposed above the stocking 
top. Her fingers fiddled with the hasp of the garter that 
held the nylon taut. 

Liz stared. 

Expertly Hollis smoothed the dark wispiness, adjusted 
the garter strap. Then she studied the results. 

Liz thought she had never seen quite so perfect a leg. 
The slimly muscled calf, made more so by the high-heeled 
pump which gripped her small foot, the knee which shone 
under the tautness of the nylon, the splendid thigh which 
swelled evenly from the knee up to the point where it dis- 
appeared under the skirt hem. 

Suddenly Liz could stand it no longer. The combination 
of her exultation at Hollis’ firm stand and the overwhelm- 
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ing desire to touch that sensuous body was too much, She 
fairly raced across the room and planted a kiss on Hollis’ 
averted cheek. At the same time she placed one hand on the 
girl’s arm and the other on the exposed thigh. 

The result was numbing. She did not know which part 
of her own body was the most stimulated—her lips from 
their contact with the petal-softness of Hollis’ face or her 
hand from its contact with the lovely cream-smooth thigh. 

Hollis dropped her leg and faced Liz squarely, “You 
approve?" she said softly, 

Liz bobbed her head. She could not utter a word. 

"That's fine. Now, shall we go downstairs and attend 
one of the meetings?” 


Ф 


“Attack!” Fred Hackett cried, slamming a fist into a 
palm. "Attack! If you want this election, then there is no 
other way, Jim. Nobody ever got anything by sitting and 
waiting—unless it was hardening of the arteries.” 

“Attack what?” Barton asked warily. 

“Why, Hollis Carroll, of course. Who did you think I 
meant? Blake? That'd be a waste of time; he’s licked be- 
fore he starts. The Carroll woman is your target,” 

“Ts it?” Barton mused aloud. “I must confess to some 
curiosity, Hackett, about what you mean by ‘attack,’ It has 
a rather- vicious sound to it” 

“Not at all,” Hackett responded airily. “Attack the idea 
of a woman doing a man’s job. Cite your own experience 
in business, bring in your education and the daily contact 
you have with current events. You could even say that the 
very existence of AYE would be imperiled if a woman 
were elected. Hell, you've given enough luncheon talks to 
know what to do. I don't have to write the speech for 
you, do 1?" This last was spoken just a shade hopefully. 

Tt suddenly occurred to Barton that Hackett wouldn't 
mind a bit to write the speech. "No, I imagine I can do it 
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all right. But I don't go along on your theory that I must 
throw mud at Mrs, Carroll in order to be the president of 
the association. I don't want it that bad, Hackett. If it came 
to that I’d concede before we even began." He watched for 
the other’s reaction. 

Tt was quick and positive. “Great Scott, don't concede, 
If that’s the way you feel about it then by all means lay off 
her. This wasn't intended to be a personal attack—imper- 
sonal was what I meant. But if the idea of a little cam- 
paign oratory scares you, then never mind.” 

“Tt scares me—so we'll chuck it.” 

Why, wondered Barton, was Hackett getting so worked 
up over a routine thing like an election. The president was 
little more than a figurehead anyway. What difference 
would it make to Hackett who was in the office and who 
was not? And why was he so jumpy and nervous? That 
was not at all like the usual calm front he put up. 

Barton said, "What else did you have in mind? You 
mentioned another point we should cover." 

“Oh, that,” Hackett smiled winningly. “Just a technical- 
ity. Bill Carveth gave some stuff to the papers for release 
in this evening's editions. Take a look at it and then in your 
dinner talk tonight you might give Bill a pat on the back, 
Just say he’s been doing a grand job—the usual thing. 
Then you might endorse some of his comments. It'll give 
the impression of solidarity in the AYE. Not that we don't. 
have it, but you always have to go on record, you know, 
for self-protection.” 

The executive secretary waved a hand to dismiss the 
subject as one lacking sufficient importance to spend too 
“much time on. But it was his very nonchalance which told 
Barton the topic was important. Which led him to still an- 
other question—why? 

“But look, Jim,” Hackett was saying, “I’ve taken up too 
much of your time already today. I hope you didn’t get 
me wrong on the Carroll thing. I wanted to give you the 
benefit of my experience, and to let you know that we're 
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behind you to the end, no matter what it may be. You can 
rely on us." 

"I appreciate it." 

Hackett tugged at his nose. “Uh. This is a free afternoon. 
Have you got anything planned?” 

Jim Barton had entertained hopes of seeing Hollis Car- 
Toll as soon as possible, but he did not want to explain to 
Hackett. “Not particularly. Thought I'd get off some cor- 
respondence and grab a few winks and then maybe work 
on the talk.” 

"Then you'll be here in your room for a while?” 

“I expect so. Why do you ask?" 

Haekett grinned unexpectedly. "Just in case," he said, 
“you get lonely. I might be able to provide you with some 
company.” 

“I don’t get it.” 

The plump man was at the door. “You will, Jim, You 
will.” 

For the next half-hour Barton worked at the writing 
table, drafting telegrams to the home office, sketching out 
some letters for the public stenographer, and turning a 
phrase or two for the evening’s talk. 

lt was an effort to keep his thoughts from dwelling on 
Hollis Carroll. Half a dozen times he had gone to the phone 
with every intention of talking to her, but each time he 
restrained himself, fearful of upsetting the delicate balance 
of their relationship, He knew he must wait until the dinner 
was over that night. 

When at last he lay down for a brief nap his eyes were 
burning and his head giddy, All day long the pressure had 
been building up, starting with his early-morning confron- 
tation of Hollis, through the interminable meetings later 
on, and then the disturbing interview with the oddly de- 
vious Fred Hackett. 

He dozed. 

‘The next thing he knew there was the rasp of a key in the 
Jock, He jerked to half-wakefulness, not fully aware of 
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where he was. He was clad only in T-shirt and undershorts. 
Then the door was swinging toward him, 

A head of gleaming jet-black hair appeared, followed by 
a lithe-figured torso clad in brilliant green toreador pants 
and a low-slung’ peasant blouse. The face was sullenly 
pretty, with a full lower lip that was wet from where the 
tongue had just glided over it. 

Knowing he would appear more ridiculous if he made 
an attempt to cover himself, he lay where he was and 
regarded the newcomer curiously. 

She stared back at him unashamedly, running her eyes 
over his muscled chest, his flat stomach and lean flanks with 
all the thoroughness of a paint brush. Her eyes showed 
neither approval nor disapproval. 

“Who,” he said at last, “who in hell are you?” 

“I'm Reggie Staples,” the girl said huskily. “I’m from the 
pressroom. I was told you might have something for me.” 

“Who told you that?” 

“Mr. Hackett.” 

“Do pressroom services usually include a visit to one’s 
private room?” 

Reggie sucked her cheeks in and stared at his shorts. 
"Some of them do." She closed the door and attached the 
chain lock. 

"Well, anything I have in the way of news I can give to 
you in the pressroom,” Burton murmured, becoming ter- 
ribly conscious of the way the pants-stuck to every cone 
tour of her body. They seemed to be taking a plaster cast 
of her thighs and hips. He wondered if there was anything 
more enchanting in the world than the perfect division of 
female hips in slacks which fit too tight, 

“The pressroom is crowded,” Reggie said. “Besides, this 
is only part of my job.” 

“This?” 

She made no reply. She walked to the bed and looked 
down at him. From that angle he saw how her young 
breasts rose pointedly into her blouse, 
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Her eyes raced over him again. "From what I see of it, 
this won't be the most distasteful job I’ve ever had.” 

So this was what Hackett meant by sending someone to 
keep him company. Thoughtful of him, 

She pressed a surprisingly strong hand against his chest, 
forcing him to stay where he was, Then she leaned forward 
to kiss him. She wore no brassiere under the peasant blouse. 
Drops of perspiration dotted her upper lip. Her black hair 
shone moistly. And then that full lower lip was between his, 

Her breasts hung gently until they brushed his chest. 
Then with the tips of her fingernails she tenderly scratched 
ten paths over him. 

Barton felt spasms smash through his system, 

"Don't worry," she whispered huskily. "I won't hurt 
you. l'm said to be very gentle. Relax." 

This was not right. He knew he should leap up, protest 
ing in righteous indignation against this invasion of his 
privacy. 

She was completely clothed and yet she gave the impres- 
sion that she was without a stitch. His imagination de- 
nuded her. Her toreadored thighs slithered over his legs. 
Smotheringly, her breasts tantalized his face and he opened 
his mouth to seize one. It slid away. The ripe lip skated 
over his mouth and then his jaw and then his throat tense 
with emotion. It skipped the expanse of his T-shirt. 

He felt a massive shiver rack his frame. He wanted to ery 
out against this creature, this thing from a nether world 
who had dropped in to rob him of his senses and his heart, 
Graspingly he tried to reach an image of Hollis Carroll, 
but what Reggie did next snuffed out any thoughts he might 
have had, and then it no longer mattered whether it was 
right or wrong. 

Jim Barton had no nap that afternoon. 
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THE evening papers, arriving in the late afternoon, cried 
the news release Hackett had prepared in Bill Carveth's 
name, but few of the AYE's noticed it, Buried in the fea- 
ture stories and countless photos of the conventioneers, 
it was virtually lost. In the rush, the make-up men probably 
missed the significance of the story. But Fred Hackett saw 
it. And so did Jim Barton, 

Barton paused in his dressing to read, his starched shirt 
front unbuttoned, his trousers forgotten on a chair. 


AYE PREXY CALLS FOR 
INCREASED FOREIGN TRADE 


The U.S. must face the facts and push legislation 
for more trade with other countries, including 
those behind the Iron Curtain,” stated retiring 
AYE president William Carveth today at the 
Great Southern Hotel. Carveth, head of the 
young executives for the past year, pointed out 
that the way to better understanding between the 
10.5. and Russia lies in mutual aid. He called for 
lower tariff barriers and fewer restrictions on 
trade. Red China was singled out, with Poland 
and Hungary, as needing American help. In 
effect, Carveth’s statement puts the AYE on record 
as opposing the Administration’s anti-Communist 
program... 


The story went on at some length in a rather technical 
vein, but Barton found himself rereading the first para- 
graph. He was unable, at first, to grasp the radical sense 
of the matter. Vertical creases laced his forehead. Slowly 
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the meaning seeped in. What Carveth was proposing was 
actually opposed to the stated aims of the association. 
Even without the stated aims, the idea of an American 
manufacturer calling for lower tariffs was absurd. But 
this suggestion of trade with Red China, beyond the ridicu- 
lousness of it, was sheer madness. At the moment, such talk 
was a political football on an international scale. Why was 
the AYE getting mixed up in such a delicate situation, and 
on the wrong side? 

Barton completed dressing until he was impeccable in 
white dinner jacket, black tuxedo trousers, black tie, and 
black shoes. He was thoroughly confused now. The speech 
he had worked on that afternoon now seemed utterly 
worthless, He had intended it to be an innocuous plea for 
preserving the status quo, while subtly making himself 
available for the presidency of the AYE. However, this 
statement by Carveth put a new light on the entire thing. 
In a way it prejudged anyone who was elected president, 
‘colored and tainted him. 

What was the purpose of such a pronouncement at such 
a time? How could it help such a conservative group as 
AYE to make so controversial a statement? In one way it 
surprised him because Bill Carveth did not appear to be 
original enough to come up with so startling an idea, 

Tt might be wise to discuss this with Fred Hackett before 
he got up to speak. 

With this in mind he made his way downstairs to the 
ballroom where the young executives were readying to 
banquet on filet mignon. So preoccupied was he with the 
newspaper story that he neglected to give any thought to 
the fact that he was to be introduced by Hollis Carroll. 

The Robert E. Lee Room of the Great Southern was 
lavishly decorated, in keeping with the AYE tradition of 
having the best and most expensive. At least, with the tra- 
dition as begun and perpetuated by Fred Hackett. The head 
table was on a raised dais, and stretched the width of the 
ballroom in order to accommodate as many notables as 
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possible. On the floor itself placards denoted states and 
cities in that peculiar chauvinistic pride which forces a man 
to believe that where he lives must be the best of all pos- 
sible places and that he must proclaim that fact to the rest 
of the world. 

Carveth sat in the center chair, with the other stars flank- 
ing him. Barton was two seats removed from Carveth and 
found it impossible to ask him about the news story, Hollis 
Carroll was two seats removed on the other side of Carveth, 
“and Barton did not get a chance to speak with her either. 

He had caught a glimpse of her as she had entered. The 
red-gold of her hair had made a striking contrast to the 
pale whiteness of shoulders which had risen daringly out 
of her gown. 

‘Their eyes did not meet, but he sensed that she was 
acutely conscious of his presence. He longed to walk over 
to her and speak, anything just to be near her for a mo- 
ment, to smell her perfume, to watch her lips as they moved, 
to hear the voice that haunted his sleep. Instead he sat and 
“doodled on the notes of his speech. 

One reason for his reticence was communicated to him 
by the diners. An undercurrent of buzzing raced through 
the room. The word that Hollis Carroll was going to ine 
troduce Jim Barton lent a note of drama to the proceedings, 
There was open speculation on how she would handle it, 
herself a candidate for the presidency. Some suggested it 
would be a perfect spot for her to get a plug in for herself 
while at the same time giving the back of her hand to 
Barton. Others figured she would play it cool, be polite and 
try to kill him with kindness. Regardless, Jim Barton was 
under the gun and Hollis held all the high cards, 

Very few were concerned with what Barton intended to 
say. After all, they had been listening to talks and speeches 
for three days now, and were very nearly benumbed. They 
‘were more interested in the expectation that there might 
be some verbal fireworks. 

Sitting there and toying with his grapefruit, half-listening 
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to the treasurer's report, Jim Barton recalled the words of 
Fred Hackett. The executive secretary had been expansive 
when Barton had queried him on the significance of Car- 
veth’s release to the press. 

“Sure it’s politics, Jim, everything is politics in this busi- 
ness. My job is to humor the brass. If Carveth wants to say 
something to get his name in the papers—well, who am I 
to say no? I only work here.” He squinted thoughtfully. 
“But to tell the truth, this may not be merely oratory. I 
have an idea that there is a grain of truth in what Carveth 
suggests. Sure, it sounds radical now, but it might really be 
a portent of things to come. If we aren't going to fight 
Russia then we're going to be friends with her. Now isn't 
it more logical and optimistic to plan on amity than on 
war? So the AYE is taking the lead. Who knows but that 
it may have an effect on other organizations and the White 
House itself?” 

Put in such practical terms, Barton wondered how he 
could have experienced such horror-at Carveth's statement, 
Hackett had been right. The AYE's should take charge and 
attempt to work for peace rather than for war. Besides, 
Carveth had not said anything downright traitorous, had he? 

Now, sitting there among some of the most influential. 
men and women in the nation, he realized for the first time 
the enormous importance of the office of president. For the 
next year he would be speaking for all these people. Thank 
goodness he had an experienced hand like Fred Hackett’s 
to guide him properly, 

The tension increased as the dinner wore on. Barton’s 
talk was scheduled as the climax of the evening and all the 
superfluous niceties were being done away with early. 

By leaning forward, Barton could just see Hollis’ hands 
as they toyed nervously with a crested spoon. At a table 
near the entrance, Hackett and Liz Tremblant were busily 
scribbling messages for bellboys and newspaper reporters. 
Meanwhile, the crowd grew more and more restless, much 
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as the throngs at the Roman Coliseum might have as they 
awaited the slaughter of the Christians, 

Now what in the world is getting me to thinking such 
black thoughts, Jim wondered. This is just another speech— 
you've made a thousand of them and you'll make a thou- 
sand more if you're elected. Was it Hollis? Or the disturb- 
ing aspect of Carveth’s news story? Or Hackett's suave 
calmness? 

When at last Hollis rose and moved liquidly to the mi- 
crophone, Barton felt a sudden release of the tension. The 
sight of her cool beauty was like a balm. Everything was 

“all right. Now that she was only ten feet away he could 
feel the bond of love between them, as real as a steel cable. 
Seen at her full height under the spotlight Hollis pre- 
sented a striking picture. The white gown was a sheath to 
her skin, accentuating the twin glories of her breasts, but 
concealing just enough for the sake of propriety. Her waist 
was pinched so that the rib cage was plainly discernible, as 
were the smooth-angled bones of her upper pelvic arch. 
Poised and lovely, she hesitated before speaking, to sweep 
the room with her eyes. Then, radiant and beautiful, she 
spoke. 
“Friends,” she began, and there was not a person in the 
room who did not receive a special glow out of her use of 
the word. “Friends, I have been asked to introduce our next 
speaker. In preparation 1 have been supplied with volu- 
minous notes that tell of Mr. Barton's achievements in the 
world of business. I could go on from there and relate to 
you the history of his phenomenal rise, rattle off the list of 
honors he has received, enumerate the clubs that have asked 
him to join, recite production figures of his company. Such 
items would make interesting listening and you might sit 
there with your mouths agape. But I have no intention of 
doing it that way.” 

Hollis paused and looked about the room. There was a 
subdued hum of whispers. Obviously she was preparing 
something different. 
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“Instead,” she went on, “I would like to tell you what 
James Barton means to us. All of us in this room. I would 
tell you of his sincere humility, his innate modesty and his 
inspiring sense of duty. I would tell you that he belies the 
tradition of the rich man's son in that he has risen above 
such a handicap, for it can be a handicap, you know.” A 
few of the rich men's sons in the audience shifted in their 
chairs. “Personally, I hardly know James Barton. But his 
reputation has reached even to Texas. His reputation as a 
fair man, as an honest man, which in these days is rare, 
and his reputation as a good man. Can anyone help but be 
uplifted by his career and his selfless devotion to his em- 
ployees? And to his fellow men?” 

Again Hollis hesitated, but now the listeners were silent. 
They leaned forward as if to catch her next words. Barton 
realized that he was holding his breath, that his ears were 
ringing and his mouth was dry. He had expected anything 
but this. He had hoped he would be enraged or amused, 
not humbled. For Hollis was humbling him, 

“But you are not here,” she said, “to hear me. I have 
already spoken too long. It is a common cliché for intro- 
ducers to say the main speaker needs no introduction, Well, 
in this case I believe it to be literally true. May I present— 
James Barton." 

The applause which rolled up in surflike waves from the 
countless tables below was deafening. Barton had no illusions. 
who the applause was for, It was not for him, but for 
Hollis and her talk. Yet he did not feel rancor as he rose 
in his place and started to make his way to the microphone. 
Indeed, he was a little paralyzed and the words of his own 
speech fled from his mind. How could he possibly make 
a pitch for the presidency in the face of such a glowing 
introduction? 

Hollis was waiting for him, her lips parted in a polite 
smile, but her eyes caught his attention, They were bub- 
bling over with delight and love. 

“Thank you, Mrs, Carroll,” he managed to say hoarsely 
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into the mike. This elicited more applause and every eye 
was fixed on the red-haired girl as she floated back to her 
place and sat down. To his own ears his words were harsh 
and rasping compared to the smooth modulation of Hollis’ 
voice. He felt he must say his piece and sit down as quickly 
as possible. 

He spoke hurriedly, rushing his words, and he realized 
he was boing trite and commonplace. ‘To his surprise he 
found he was parroting Fred Hackett’s phrases which dealt 
with Carveth’s press story. He expressed the hope that the 
AYE would lead the way in reaching agreement with the 
Communist nations. He came out for low tariffs and less 
government interference with shipping and interstate com- 
merce. The speech he had written in the afternoon was totally 
forgotten, the speech that would have had the AYE make 
a resolution to boycott any firm or country which dealt. 
with the Iron Curtain countries. He did not pause to wonder 
how he had skipped over that to embrace Carveth’s ideas, 
He was simply anxious to speak for his fifteen minutes and 
then sit down. 

The more he talked the more he felt he was making a 
fool of himself, and that in turn made him infuriated with 
Hollis for throwing him off guard. He was not speaking as 
an individual now, but as a panicky candidate for an office, 
and he was sick at the thought of not getting elected. 

When he finally stumbled back to his seat amidst a spatter 
of handelapping he knew that a great change had come over 
him, a nerve-shattering transformation. The applause ended 
suspiciously soon; and, without being told, he knew he had 
bungled badly. Even when Carl Bessler, seated next to him, 
patted him on the shoulder and said, “Nice going, Jim,” 
he knew it was no good. Then when Catlett whispered, 
“Don't worry about her, Jim—she was just showing off,” 
he really knew the truth. Hollis had stolen the spotlight. 

Somehow, the remainder of the dinner lurched on 10 а 
conclusion, Somebody told some jokes. A female vocalist 
from a local nightclub sang a couple of songs. Bill Carveth 
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rose to remind everyone that the elections were to be held 
on Friday and that they must remember to vote. 

Jim Barton sat in abject misery, not hearing, not seeing. 
It was a misery compounded partly of shame for even sus 
pecting that Hollis would take advantage of the opportunity 
to make a pitch for herself, and partly out of a sense of 
inadequacy. If he was all those things Hollis said he was, 
then why was he frozen to his chair like an embarrassed 
sophomore? At the same time, a question crossed his mind: 
had Hollis’ introduction been for the audience at large, 
or for him alone? 

Then everyone was standing and milling about and Fred 
Hackett was pumping his hand saying the election was in 
the bag and there was nothing to worry about, Someone 
pressed a drink into his hand and Barton downed it grate- 
fully. But he was not too preoccupied not to notice that 
Hollis Carroll was the center of a gushing, enthusiastic 
throng. The women especially were making a fuss over her. 
That in itself was pertinent, since Hollis already had the 
admiration of the men for entirely different reasons, 

From out of nowhere a reporter of one of the city’s 
Papers appeared and began to fire questions relating to 
Barton's speech, Did he wholly endorse Mr. Carveth's state- 
ment? If elected president was he going to use this Com- 
munist-trade theme as a platform for the year? What would 
be the reaction of other big associations, like the NAM, 
and the big labor unions? 

Confused and uncertain, conscious for the first time of 
the significance of what he had said, Barton turned to 
Hackett. The plump secretary was ready with the answers. 
Barton stood aside thankfully and let Hackett talk. As 
though he had rehearsed it, Hackett handled the interview 
with speed and finesse. 

Never before had Barton felt the need of a front man, 
but now he did. Besides, Fred did know more about the 
AYE. Barton had time only for one worried thought on 
the situation: it would be disastrous if Hackett could not 
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be trusted. Of course he could be trusted, of course he 
could, 


& 


Nora Randall.did not go to the banquet. She had re- 
mained in the suite in the grip of a torpid moroseness she 
could not shake. Nor did she wish to shake it. By calling 
room service earlier and giving the bellboy a heavy tip she 
had been provided with a fifth of expensive bourbon and a 
container of ice. Deliberately, almost masochistically, she 
eet about getting herself drunk. 

"This was a new departure for her. In the past, whenever 
she became miffed with Hollis or imagined she was being. 
imposed upon, she had reacted by finding more work to do. 
But now, her will weakened by two days of soft living, she 
had no desire to bury herself in chores. So she turned to 
the bottle, aware that she was like a baby playing with 
matches. 

Years ago, before she had ever heard of Hollis Carroll, 
Nora had been quite familiar with whiskey and its thera- 
peutic values, In fact, Hollis had been instrumental in help- 
ing her shake the habit. As a result, Hollis had made it an 
unwritten law that Nora not drink alone, on pain of instant 
dismissal. 

But this was a special occasion. She needed a drink, a 
lot of drinks. 

With the distant echoes of the ballroom applause ringing 
in her ears, she bolted the first burning shot, feeling it seep 
and spread in her lungs and then settle hotly in her stomach, 
Tears came to her eyes and she suddenly lost her desire 
for more, It was an effort to swallow the second one, but 
the third was easier, and after that it was no problem at 
all. Her taste buds were as if seared and deadened, and all 
she could feel was a dull tingling. 

With the liquor in her the tenseness faded. She could feel 
her muscles relax. Yielding to an impulse, she shed her 
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skirt and blouse and shoes. Clad only in hose and bra and 
panties she felt freer and lighter than she had in weeks. 
She caught a glimpse of herself in the closet-door mirror 
and was a little stunned at the transformation which had 
apparently come over her. Her slim, undistinguished body 
seemed to have taken on new and fuller curves, her legs 
Were more symmetrical, her breasts rounder, her hips more 
voluptuous. In a rosy alcoholic glow she saw herself as an 
entirely new person, 

Only when her gaze fell on one of Hollis’ intimate gar- 
ments hung casually on the back of a chair did her light- 
heartedness flee. It was a brief black corselet, reinforced 
with pencil-slim bones, There were two semicircular cups 
and black silken strands of garters. Tt was a bit of apparel 
Nora had seen several times before, when her red-haired 
employer was either dressing or undressing, but now it took 
on an added attractiveness. Empty though it was, it still 
retained the shape of Hollis’ figure—the narrow waist, the 
swift sweep to embrace the hips. 

Nora touched it. Under her fingers it seemed to come 
alive, and she sniffed the faint musky aura of perfume 
which emanated from it. This was Hollis, this was she as. 
surely as if it still held her flesh, and it made Nora sad to 
look at it. She knew then why she was drinking alone. 
Jealousy. Jealousy for this bit of cloth which knew Hollis’ 
body better than Nora did. And jealousy for the scene she 
had witnessed the night before. It came back to her in a 
smothering rush of red memory. The intimate murmurs of 
their voices, Hollis’ and Barton’s, and then the sight of their 
bodies fused in a familiar, hungry kiss. Even now, a day 
later, she still experienced the initial sobbing anger and the 
blazing hate for the man. At the time she had simply run 
back to bed, dazed and gone to sleep. All this day she had 
pushed it into the back of her mind, hoping it had been a 
dream, but knowing it was not. 

Her shaking hand poured bourbon over the three ice 
cubes in the water glass. As she drank, some of it spilled on 
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her nakedness. She shivered, but did not wipe it off. The 
drops slid down between her breasts and she watched the 
strands of her bra soak them up. 

With each sip, the jealousy grew and with the jealousy, 
fear. 

Fear that she was losing Hollis. Fear that something awful 
was going to happen to Nora Randall. 

Odd, but she had never known such jealousy of Hollis? 
husband even though she knew the lecherous old man must. 
be having his way with her flesh. This was different, though, 
This was a man of Hollis’ age, a handsome, available man. 
And, she was convinced, a man Hollis had known before. 

Nora finished off the contents of the glass in a single 
gulp. The combination of love for the woman and hate for 
the man created a hurricane in her heart. She must do 
something. She must save the most important thing in her 
life before James Barton ruined it. 

She was staggering now. Her limbs did not obey prop- 
erly. Her knees were rubbery, and in order to hold some- 
thing she needed both hands. She saw through eyes 
bedimmed by cobwebs she could not brush aside. Seeking 
something to clear them she tore the bra from her breasts 
and drew it over her eyes. No relief. She tossed the bit of 
cloth away. 

Then her gaze fell on the black corselet on the chair. 
She picked it up and buried her face in it. The lace of the 
bra eups was gentle and soft. The jasmine smell of Hollis 
Carroll surrounded her, and without knowing it she was 
pressing the garment to her lips. A kind of inner peace 
swept through her, allaying her fears. She hugged it closer, 
letting the bones dig fiercely into the tender flesh of her 
breasts. 

Oh, she could not let anything happen to Hollis. She 
loved her too dearly to sit by and let this strange predatory 
man ruin her just because he wanted to be president of this 
hateful association. But what, what could she do? 

Nora weaved across the room, clutching the corselet in 





84 CONVENTION GIRL 


her hands, unconsciously rubbing it slowly over her. There 
were a couple of things to be done, She could notify Denby 
Carroll back in Texas and he would fly up a squad of his 
oil riggers in his own private plane. Or she could simply 
tip off the papers and thereby publicly embarrass Barton, 

- but that would embarrass Hollis too. And she did not want 
to hurt Hollis. Maybe she could tell Fred Hackett. He might 
know what to do, Make it sound as if Barton broke in and 
tried to rape Hollis, or, better still, Nora Randall. 

The last idea appealed to her. By making such an accu- 
sation against Barton she would not only smear him, but 
also privately hurt Hollis for her indiscretion, It would 
teach her a lesson. It would teach her not to toy with Nora 
Randall’s affections. A triumphant smile creased her face. 
That was how she would handle it. Disgrace James Barton 
in the eyes of the entire association, and in the eyes of 
Hollis Carroll, 

The question was, though, how to get him into a com- 
promising position? Well, she would handle that when she 
came to it. What mattered now was that she had found a 
solution. 

She opened the door to her bedroom. It was dark there, 
but she did not turn on the light. She felt her way to the 
bed and fell forward on it. The motion drew the corselet 
in her hands over the silk of her stockings with a rustling, 
slippery sound. The flesh of her uncovered thighs tingled 
at the touch of the black nylon. She held it closer, squeez- 
ing it tightly, 

Giving in to a sudden impulse, she peeled her panties 
from her hips and lay on her back with the corselet serving 
as a cover. Her breath was thick in her throat and she could 
feel her body throb painfully. Tears welled into her eyes. 

After a long time she went to sleep... 
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WHEN Shakespeare had Hamlet curse “the pangs of dis. + 
prized love” he wrote with a surgical probe, for is there 
any agony to compare with that which one goes through 
while loving another who does not love in return? Beyond 
the beating the ego takes there is the matter of bruised 
pride, as well as the inward doubts as to the wisdom of 
one's own judgment. To love in vain can be as shattering 
an experience as man can hope to live through. To love and 
to witness the object of the love change from sweetness to 
acrimony resembles a waking nightmare. Each minute be- 
comes an hour, each hour a year, waiting, hoping, praying. 
To have known love and to lose it is worse than not knowing 
love at all. 

So thought Jim Barton that night, when, unable to sleep, 
he donned a dressing robe and chain-smoked cigarettes 
until his mouth was raw and foul. 

After a while, he brushed his teeth, with the toothpaste 
seeming to burn his tongue and gums. Restless, he went 
out into the corridor. It was dark and empty. A peculiar 
silence reigned, and it occurred to him that after three suc- 
cessive nights of unharnessed gaiety the AYE’s had finally 
wearled and were sleeping the sleep of the wicked, 

He walked along the thick carpet past the locked doors, 
envying those who could rest undisturbed while he suffered: 
his mute, unique pain. He had been betrayed, and nothing 
was,more important to him than that. Not the association 
or the election or the speech or Hackett or the future of 
the AYE. All that mattered was the aching void in his gut. 
Hollis had betrayed him. 

He paused at the end of the corridor. There was a glass 
door leading to a sun porch, The shapes of the summer fur- 
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niture could be made out by the distant glow of the city's 
lights. 

He opened the door and went into the night air. Going 
to the railing, he stood there with his hands gripping the 
steel while the city reeled below him, 

For five full years he had thought about Hollis, remem- 
bering her and the train, savoring each moment, reliving it, 
even as a general relives each maneuver of his battles as he 
rocks away his life in an old soldiers" home. He had known 
all along that it was not normal or healthy for a young 
man to dwell on the past, on a vision, a dream, But he 
had no choice: Hollis Carroll was as much a part of him. 
as his arms or legs. 

Wishful as it may have been, he had prayed that he would 
see her again, and seeing her, win her. Maybe it was the 
influence of Hollywood in his daily life, but he had imagined 
their meeting with a brief electric shock of recognition, and 
then, each one raced toward the other to embrace hungrily 
while an unseen orchestra played and "The End" flashed 
on the screen. 

Anything less was bound to be a disappointment, but 
this, this utter turnabout by Hollis, was torture. In effect, 
Hollis was laughing at him, tweaking his nose; in fact, 
rubbing his nose in his love for her, That she had taken a 
public occasion to do so was doubly painful. 

How could he have misjudged so badly? Had what he 
felt been pure fantasy? Hollis had loomed as the one 
constant in a world of change. And yet how much did he 
know about her? They had been together but for a few 
hours and most of those had been spent locked in passionate 
embrace. He knew nothing about her character, her habita, 
her beliefs, Could this have been, at bottom, merely an over- 
whelming physical attraction? Was it really love at all? 

Doubt riddled his mind. It was ironic because when it 
came to business and finances he never had any doubts. He 
had fashioned one fortune on another. Thousands of men 
and women hung on his every word and decision. Now, to 
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be thwarted by one woman, so quickly, threw him into con- 
fusion. 

Jim Barton's fists tightened on the railing and the thought 
flashed through his mind of how easy it would be to hurtle 
into space and thus end the cancer that ate at his heart, 

“Jim.” 

He whirled. 

There, standing in the doorway, the breeze tugging at 
her garments, was Hollis Carroll. 

He leaned back against the railing, oblivious that he was 
teetering over emptiness, 

“Here you are,” her voice said softly, “I looked for you.” 

“Yes,” he said, not daring to say more. 

She took a tentative step out of the shadows and her face 
was cast into a glow. A vagrant tendril of hair trailed 
loosely over her forehead. 

“I was afraid—" she began. 

“Afraid?” 

“Yes, Afraid that perhaps you had—had left.” 

His teeth were clamped so hard together that his jaws 
ached. “Left? What in the world for?” 

“Because .. .” One hand touched her hair. “I don’t know 
—] just thought you had.” 

She was closer now and he could see a faint glistening on 
her eyelashes. The white wrapper was painted on her body, 
outlining the full lean length of her thighs, Her jasmine 
acent tantalized his nostrils. 

Jim laughed a harsh laugh. “Why would I leave? The 
convention isn't over yet. And there's always the election," 

“Yes,” she murmured absently. "There's always the 
election." 

They were side by side at the railing, not touching. What 
was she doing here, he wondered. Looking for another 
place in which to insert the knife? 

“J was afraid for something else too, Jim.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“I was afraid I had lost you.” 
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Jim’s head swiveled. “What?” 

“I said—I was afraid that I had lost you.” 

"Lost me! What kind of talk is that? Are you d'termined 
to make a complete fool out of me?” 

Hollis turned her eyes from his. The tip of her tongue 
explored her lips. “Jim, I don’t quite know just what you 
expect of me or if I have failed you in any way. Before 
our meeting the other day I remembered you as a light- 
hearted, uncomplicated guy and I looked forward to our 
next meeting. But you've been behaving as if I have in some 
way harmed you or insulted you. You acted like a child in 
my room the other night. And now, again, you treat me as 
an enemy. Or worse.” 

“Well—aren’t you?” 

“Huh? Oh, this election thing. I suppose that makes us 
technical enemies, but you know, I had imagined we two 
were beyond such human failings.” 

“Apparently,” he interjected bitterly, “we aren't.” 

He could see her smile in the night. “Ah. I think I see, 
The introduction. You thought it was too flattering and 
that I was trying to be the friendly foe and gain votes for 
myself. I’m disappointed, Jim, I expected larger things from 
you. Perhaps I’m wasting my time.” 

She turned and would have walked off the terrace had 
he not reached out a restraining hand. “Wait.” 

His fingers closed over the slender column of her arm, 
firm under the webby gossamer of the wrapper. At the same 
instant she drew her arm to her side. His fingers were 
pressed between it and her breast. 

“Do you deny that the introduction was a deliberate 
attempt to show me up?” 

“I thought I said some rather nice things about you,” 
she said airily, 

“Oh, yeah. Just the way Mare Antony said nice things 
about Brutus.” 

Her head was tilted back and she met his gaze squarely, 
The night wind snatched at her hair wildly. "Somehow. 
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you've gotten it into your skull that T am against you, that 
J was using our relationship for my own ends, Well, TI 
tell you this, Jim Barton. It doesn’t matter a bit to me 
what you think or what crazy things you have thought 
up about me. All I know is that I have never forgotten you 
and that to me you were a wonderful man, a man I might 
have married—if things were different, My feelings haven't 
changed from that night in Texas so long ago. Even this 
juvenile display won't change them. So go ahead and think 
what you want—and I'll think what J want. But no matter 
how badly you act for the rest of your life, I won't change. 
Is that clear? Now will you please let me go so I can get 
some sleep?” 

Barton's heart skipped several beats. She was saying that 
he was wrong, that everything was imagined. 

“Hollis.” The word on his lips was sweet and he said it 
again. “Hollis.” 

‘Almost angrily he pulled her into his arms. He crushed 
her mouth under his. There was no response. Her lips were 
cool. With a fierceness he clutched her closer still, feeling 
the triangulation of her hip bones under his, the double 
pressure of her breasts. 

“Hollis,” he said hoarsely. 

“Please, Jim, Control yourself. You're hurting me” 

“f want to hurt you—as you hurt me. I want to crush 
you.” His hands slid down her back until they cupped her 
soft hips. “Damn you.” 

And still there was no response. Her breathing was even 
and regular, her face cold, her arms limp at her sides. He 
might as well have been kissing a statue. 

“Do you know how badly I want you?” he asked harshly. 
“You've given me nothing but pain since we met and yet 
there is nothing I want more in the world than you, Hollis.” 

“Jim. I’m married. Denby Carroll has been good to me 
and I’ve never, not once, betrayed his trust in me. What 
, "happened before I married him is something else.” 
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“What are you saying?” he asked in bewilderment, his 
ardor suddenly lessened. 

“Merely that I can’t be unfaithful.” 

“Is it unfaithful to make love to me?” 

“Don’t ask that.” 

"T will ask. I have a right. My right is the five years I 
lived with you and never saw you. I've earned it.” 

Raising her elbows, she tried to free herself, She might 
have done it, she might have persuaded him that she spoke 
the truth, except for one thing, her heart. Under the filmy 
gauze he was abruptly aware of the staccato beating of her 
heart. 

“You bitch,” he said into her teeth and kissed her again. 
His knuckles kneaded the small of her back and he could 
almost feel the sharp spasm that coursed through her body. 
For the first time, he sensed a rising throb of passion in her. 

“Jim.” The word was a gasp. 

He paid no heed to her struggles, for she was struggling 
now. But each movement of her body against his increased 
his desire. His lips left her mouth and moved to her cheeks, 
her eyes, paused at her ears. Then downward to the incred- 
ible purity of her neck and throat. Deliberately he pulled at 
the wrapper and when it refused to yield he ripped it. 

The next instant his kisses were raining on the exposed 
sweetness of her breasts. They had not changed, except to 
become more delicious, The same gentle curves, so beautiful 
that he realized even the slate of his mind could not en- 
compass them. 

She was shivering now, but it was not a shiver from the 
night air. It was the shiver he had known in the berth 
of the train so long ago. 

Together they sank to the cushion of the sun-mattress 
on the terrace. Their bodies strained together and for a 
moment he thought she would give in without a struggle, 
but then she brought up her fists and lashed out at him. 
One of her knees found his stomach. 

Viciously he clawed the rest of her garments from her 
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while he held her down with one hand. There was a stab 
of pain as her teeth sank into the back of his hand. That 
was when he hit her. 

He had never thought he could hit her. But he smashed 
the flat of his palm across her face. Hollis stifled a cry and 
fell back. His fingers dug cruelly into the soft flesh of her 
body. 

Her hips writhed, her stomach heaved as she tried to 
evade him. But he was exerting every bit of strength he 
possessed, emboldened by the slipperiness of her skin. In a 
frenzy he pressed himself upon her, muttering curses, part- 
ing the defenses fighting him. He could feel every muscle, 
every bone in her body. Her red hair was a tangled chaos, 
her face a twisted mask of passion and hate. 

There was another moment when he feared she would 
escape him, that she might utilize a feminine trick to defeat 
him, a moment when he was unable to depend on his 
superior strength. But it was only an instant, and when it 
passed he knew it would be all right. 

In a breathtaking rush the struggle was over and it was 
as though he were actually vaulting the railing and tum- 
bling through black, empty space. Sobs echoed in his ears, 
but they were not sobs of resistance. The flesh which had 
resisted him now surrendered, drew him closer, closer and 
yet closer. 

“Thank you,” she said. 

Dawn found them side by side on the bed in Barton's 
room, Later, Jim ordered double helpings of breakfast from 
room service. When it arrived he had the bellhop leave it 
outside the door. Then he retrieved it and brought it to the 
bed, where Hollis perched cross-legged, wearing only his 
robe as protection from his ravenous eyes. They fell to on 
the grapefruit, toast and scrambled eggs and the pot of 
searing coffee. 

At length, she said, “Do you still feel that I was trying 
to scuttle your nomination yesterday?” 

“Мо. 1 acted the fool.” 
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“You certainly did. However, I happen to be a very wise 
woman and I know about men like you. You must be 
humored out of your seizures and treated like a brat,” 

“Thank you, Mama.” 

She tapped him playfully with her fist. “Ape.” 

Jim sipped his hot coffee charily. “Come to think of it, 
Holly, I really shouldn’t have been surprised at the tone of 
your introduction. It occurs to me there has been a good 
deal of pressure brought to bear on me lately, First Hackett 
persuading me to run, convincing me I wanted the presi- 
dency. Then his suggestion that I attack you in my speech 
—which I could not do.” 

“But you did attack me.” Hollis smiled. “Rather force- 
fully, too, I might point out.” è 

“Quiet, wench. Just listen to the facts, Then there was 
the matter of the introduction. Just out of curiosity, did 
Hackett approach you beforehand about it?” 

Hollis started to shake her head. “Wait. Hackett didn’t, 
but Liz Tremblant did. In point of fact, she advised me to 
drop out altogether. I didn’t gather just why, but it must 
have had Hackett’s okay. Why? What are you getting at?” 

“I don’t know,” Barton said across the steaming cup. “I 
don’t know, but something is terribly wrong. For instance, 
that release Carveth gave to the papers sounded like propa- 
ganda. Of course, I'm being extreme about it, but it sounded 
like the Communist party line,” 

Hollis’ hand went to her mouth. "Jim. Did you think 
that? I did, too. Only I thought I was reading things into 
it. I was afraid to mention it to anyone for fear they would 
laugh. After all, I'm up for the presidency, too. What do 
you think it means?” 

Barton shrugged. “I don’t have the foggiest notion, but 
I intend to find out. As long as there are two of us with 
the same doubts I think we ought to do some research." 

Hollis hugged the robe closer about her in such a fashion 
that one rose-tipped breast was squeezed delightfully. See- 
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ing Jim's leer she made a face and covered up. "What 
kind?" 

“Well, do we really know much about the AYE and the 
men behind it? Oh, I know there are reams of publicity 
and high-sounding editoriale, but what is the real motive 
for ils existence? That's one part. Another is to find out 
why Hackett deems it so darned important that I, and no 
one else, get to be president. Why should he care who is 
president? It won't affect his status regardless of who is 
elected. He is too deeply imbedded to be fired." 

“What about Carveth?” 

“The more I think of him the more I realize he’s a weak 
sister. It's feasible that as such he made an ideal president.” 

“Which means,” Hollis put in incredulously, “that he 
thought you might make one, too.” 

Barton smiled tightly. “So it seems. But it’s clear that 
he’s scared to death of you. The scheme to have you in- 
troduce me was intended to wreck your chances, not mine. 
But it backfired.” He laughed out loud. “I don’t blame him 
for being scared. In fact, it could well be that he is pretty. 
worried right now and might try something new to frighten 
you off.” 

“But why, Jim? Why?” 

“That's for us to find out.” 

“Ts it because he is anxious to retain his job?” 

“If so, he’s using an A-bomb where a slingshot would do. 
No, it must be more than that.” 

“What can we do about it?” 

Jim snapped his fingers. “This. We can find out the back- 
grounds of both the AYE and of Fred Hackett by check- 
ing with the Library of Congress. If they don’t have it, it 
isn't worth having. Want to come along?" 

Hollis clapped her hands together. Sans make-up, and 
With hair having an eggbeater look, she was like a teen- 
ager. "I wouldn't miss it for the world." 

— "Okay. We'll skip the meetings for the morning, and 
make like private eyes. Get dressed.” 
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Hollis sprang from the bed, the robe trailing behind her. 
She stopped in the middle of the room. “Hey. Where am 
I going? I haven't got any clothes here! They’re all up- 
stairs.” 

Jim frowned heavily. “You mean you came down last 
night without bringing a change of clothing?” 

"Yes, I—" The redhead paused. "Forgive me for the 
oversight, James, but I think I have a reasonable excuse.” 

“Hmmm, Yes?” 

“You see, I've never been raped before.” 

Barton grunted judiciously, “Flimsy, flimsy, but under 
the circumstances perhaps it’s acceptable. I trust you've 
learned your lesson?” 

“Yes, sir. Next time I visit you I'll be prepared. But tell 
me what I do now.” 

“You call your room and tell Nora that you are in the 
lobby and want her at once. Then you climb up the fire- 
stairs to your room and do what you have to do, have Nora 
paged and be close-mouthed about it when she returns,” 

“She'll be furious." 

“Okay, then go straight up now.” 

“No, thanks. She'll bombard me with embarrassing ques- 
tions, I'll do it your way.” 

She stepped in the circle of his arms and he enfolded 
her gently. His kissed her unpainted mouth. The robe 
parted, and through the thin covering of his pajamas he 
felt the inherent warmth exuding from her exposed thighs. 

“Ts this,” he said huskily, “how it is when you're mar- 
ried?” 

Hollis nodded happily. “Only better, darling.” 

Reluctantly he pushed her away. “Better get hopping. 
This convention is rolling along and one of us is liable to 
wind up at the head of the AYE, and we should know 
what we're getting into. See you in front of the hotel in an 
hour.” He patted her tenderly on the backside, 

“Fresh.” 


“Lovely,” 
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A moment later, after a cautious look up and down the 
corridor, Hollis Carroll slipped away and was gone. 

Immediately, the smile left Jim Barton's face. It was fun 
to play with Hollis, but right now he did not feel like fun- 
making. For all his cajolery he was deadly serious about 
investigating Hackett and the association. The more he 
thought about it the more he smelled a rat. And there was 
a queasiness inside him that served as a warning: rats were 
dangerous when cornered. 
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AFTER Hollis and Jim reached the Library of Congress, 
they found what they sought in the rooms which held the 
business references. From the catalogue cards they took 
а few dozen references to the Association of Young Execu- 
tives, which included newspaper items, magazine articles, 
photographs and assorted memorabilia. Barton had guessed 
right: if it was worth anything it was in the Library of 
Congress. 

With Hollis on one side of the table and himself on the 
other they tackled the material. Their notes piled up as 
they put down every mention of every name and place, 
Then they proceeded to dig out the cross-references, and 
more notations piled up. At the end of three hours they 
had each filled ten or twelve sheets of foolscap with writing. 

“Take a break,” Jim sighed, leaning back in his chair and 
stretching. 

Hollis rubbed her eyes. “This is as hard as stoking an oil 
tanker in a hurricane. Is it necessary?” 

“We'll soon see. What do you have there?” 

He took her notes and glanced through them, “Here’s a 
peculiar thing. The names of Corey, Bauer, Catlett and 
Bessler keep cropping up not only in connection with the 
AYE but also in local politics. Take Bessler. As a youth 
he was vaguely tied up with a neo-fascist movement in his 
home state, was a conscientious objector and a general 
coward. Corey is the director for New England and re- 
fused to complain when the Reds infiltrated the union in 
his woolen mills, He was also mentioned unfavorably in the 
book written by the Boston FBI man, but nothing has ever 
been proved against him. Bauer is a great one for youth 
movements. There is an injunction still pending against him 
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for forming a group of teen-agers into a military type of 
club. There was an indictment against him for income-tax 
evasion, only it was mysteriously quashed in Washington. 
And Catlett, the Tennessee man: two of his brothers were 
jailed for perjury during the crime investigation involving 
some of his enterprises.” 

Hollis’ lips pursed into a soundless whistle. “Now T see 
why you wanted two of us to take notes. Taken separately, 
most of this stuff would be meaningless, but when it’s cor- 
related it makes a composite portrait. Kind of an unsavory 
bunch, wouldn't you say? And what are they doing guid- 
ing the destinies of the AYE?" 

“Good question.” 

“Anything on Hackett?” 

“Nothing incriminating, but he has always been a strange 
one, always going against the current. Take a look at 
the names of the men who have been presidents of the AYE 
in the past. Not a single strong man in the bunch. And 
look.” Jim pointed with his pencil. “The assets and liabilities 
are always given out at different times, so that you can’t 
get a real picture of the deficit. Well, according to my 
calculations, over the past five years there is something like 
sixty thousand dollars unaccounted for.” 

“I know I’m being hopelessly naïve,” Hollis murmured, 
"but what does it all mean?" 

“On the surface it means that all is not sweetness and 
light in the AYE. Nor as high-minded as we are led to be- 
lieve. Just what is the ultimate objective I can't figure out, 
but as a wild guess l'd say we're heading for trouble of 
some kind.” 

“Sounds like a good guess. Where do we go from here?” 

“Back to the Great Southern and keep our eyes and ears 
open.” 

“Are we still avowed candidates?” 

“Ostensibly.” 

"But we're going to need some help if we intend to do 


anything." 
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“That's quite true.” 
“Whom do you have in mind?” 
“The Congress of the United States.” 


e 


Fred Hackett and Liz Tremblant were having lunch in 
a Chinese restaurant around the corner from the hotel, 
where Fred had suggested they go to avoid interruption 
and interference. 

* "I'm worried," Hackett said as he forked his chop suey. 
"Real worried." 

Liz eyed him curiously. “I thought everything was pro- 
ceeding according to plan.” 

“Not quite. That maneuver Carroll pulled yesterday hurt. 
I’ve been hearing a lot of talk about it. A couple of guys 
I thought I could depend on to the end have mentioned 
they might swing over to her in the voting. They say it 
wouldn’t be such a disadvantage to have her in the top spot. 
The idiots!” 

“Tt may be just talk.” 

“And it may not!” Hackett snapped. “The damnable 
woman is good. She'd make a helluva president.” 

“Then why not—” 

“Because I have orders not to let her and her rich Texas 
friends take over the AYE.” 

“Orders?” Liz queried blandly. "Orders from who? I 
thought you ran the association," = 

“Forget it. Drink your tea, it's getting cold.” 

She did as she was bidden, But her mind was not on 
the tea, Two other things intruded. One concerned the 
strange vacillations Hackett was going through, as if he 
were treading a tightrope. The other concerned the object 
of the conversation. Last night had been a long one for Liz 
Tremblant. Every time she closed her eyes the memorable 
vision of Hollis Carroll's long nylon-sheathed legs prevented 
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sleep from coming, Never before had a woman made such 
fa lasting impression on her. 

Whatever had made her kiss Hollis? That was sheer 
madness, yet at the time it was the only thing she could 
have done. Had she been a man she would probably have 
thrown Hollis to the floor and attacked her, if she knew 
how. Staring down now she looked at the rich swellings 
of her own bosom and wondered how it would be to have 
a woman. 

But this was absurd, to think such thoughts at a time 
like this. She should be trying to figure out just what was 
on Hackett’s mind. 

“Look,” Hackett said suddenly. “What was it you said 
to Hollis yesterday?” 

Liz shrugged. “What you told me to say. That it would 
be wiser for her to withdraw. The whole thing.” 

“Ts that all?” 

“Jen’t it enough? I could have told you her reaction. A 
woman like Hollis Carroll doesn't like to be told anything. 
Tt gets her dander up. But you can’t win them all.” 

The eyes across the table narrowed. “You don’t sound 
particularly worried about this.” 

“What's there to worry about?” 

“This, if Barton doesn’t get in, and if Carroll does get in, 
then you and I are through. Finished, Is that clear? And 
Гуе got entirely too much at stake to give up without a 
fight.” 

“Okay. What’s my mission?” Liz sighed. 

“To see if there is a way of scaring Hollis into with- 
drawing. You flubbed it the first time, I'm giving you an- 
other chance.” 

“But how?” Liz pleaded, “I already told you what she's 
like.” 

The prospect of facing Hollis again, alone, was both 
fascinating and frightening at once. Liz was not certain that 
she would be able to control herself this time. Besides, she 
was still unconvinced that Hollis should be dissuaded: Liz's 
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feminine pride prevented her from going along with 
Hackett's reasoning. What would be so awful about having. 
a woman as president? Why, it might even mean a pro- 
motion for her, 

“Get something on her. Anything. Everybody has some- 
thing in his or her past that is damning. A woman as beau- 
tiful as Hollis Carroll must have something, too. An ille- 
gitimate kid. A lover. A criminal record.” 

“You mean,” Liz said in horror, “we should blackmail 
her?” 

“Kill her, if necessary. That's what I mean. Listen. I'll 
give you just a hint. The AYE is growing in power, and 
so am I. We're on the verge of a very big thing. Tremen- 
dous repercussions. Politically and financia 

The tone of his voice made Liz shiver. It, was on ‘the edge 
of hysteria, kept under control only by. а areut effort She 
felt a tremor pass down her spine, 

“Where do I start?” 

“That’s simple enough. Right.in her ma Start with 
Nora Randall.” 
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At that moment Nora Randall was seeking Fred Hackett, 
Not finding him at any of the numerous luncheons held 
by the various committees, she began asking around for 
him. The tireless Chub suggested the pressroom, and Nora 
went there. Only one person was present amid the increas- 
ing welter of newspapers, scrap paper, carbon paper, coke 
bottles and cigarette butts. It was a girl with jet-black hair. 

"Hello," Nora began. "I'm looking for Mr. Hackett. I 
was told I might find him here." 

The girl looked at her speculatively as she placed her 
lips around the mouth of a pop bottle and sipped at the 
dark liquid. "He's not here, as you can see. But perhaps 
I can help you. I'm. Reggie Staples.” 

“Do you work for Mr. Hackett?” 


CONVENTION GIRL 101 


“Usually.” 

Nora was uncomfortable under the girl's penetrating 
gaze. She was also disturbed by what the girl wore, Despite 
the heat, she had on a white sweater and fawn-colored 
slacks. The most arresting feature about the sweater was 
that it fit so tight that Nora wondered how the girl could 
breathe. Her breasts were firmly packed and, peculiarly, 
the shape of their peaks was clearly visible. Could it be 
possible that she really possessed such a strong, magnificent 
bosom? 

As if reading her thoughts, Reggie smiled slightly, “If I 
can help in any way—" 

"I don't know," Nora said doubtfully. It was still not 
clear in her mind what she intended to tell Hackett. It 
might prove wise if she tried out her information on one 
of his assistants. This Staples girl certainly looked alert. 
Nora tore her eyes away from the girl’s torso after they 
had strayed to the flawless lines below the taut, flat waist. 

“I havea problem,” Nora said. 

Reggie showed white, white teeth in a humorless smile, 
Her eyes raked over Nora’s figure, taking in her low-heeled 
shoes, her drab brown hair, the pinched look about her 
mouth, “Yes,” Reggieymurmured, “I see you do.” 

About to tell the girl to go to hell, Nora held her tongue. 
She had asked for that. Nonetheless, it was unnerving to be 
dissected and categorized so swiftly by a single glance. 
Obviously this creature knew women, But what was it about 
herself that gave her inner secrets away so quickly? 

“Tt concerns the elections tomorrow," Nora said stiffly. 
7 “There were some things I thought Mr. Hackett should 

know beforehand.” 
- “What things?” 
"I'm not so sure I ought to discuss them with you.” 
ч “Mr. Hackett, for your information, often consults with 
me on new developments. After all, since I am in charge of. 
3. the pressroom he values my advice,” 
‘That sounded logical. Why not tell Reggie? “It’s about 
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Mrs. Carroll,” she blurted out finally, suddenly feeling a 
bit traitorous. 

“Ummm. What about Mrs. Carroll?” Reggie didn’t appear 
the slightest bit interested. She drank from the bottle again 
and nibbled at a sandwich. 

“I don’t think it would be good for the association if she 
were to be made president.” 

One of Reggie's slack-clad legs rested on the corner of a 
desk, a position which spread the flesh of her thigh so that it 
stretched the material to the tearing point, She balanced 
herself by holding the tip of her other foot on the floor. 
The sight of the veins and arteries of the bare, tense ankle 
was strangely exciting. Even more than the blatant breasts, 
the strained foot was an object of desire. Nora shook her- 
self, 

"Tm listening,” the girl said. 

“f have proof.” 

Reggie yawned, and her white sweater seemed to fill the 
hot little room. *You're making this seem rather cloak-and- 
daggerish, you know. I have work to do.” 

“It concerns a man." 

“Tt usually does.” 

“J mean really, Hollis didn’t sleep in her own bed last 
night.” 

“Whose did she sleep in?” 

“J don’t want to say. I think I know, but I'd better not 
шу” 

“I thought you had proof.” 

“Well, it’s proof enough for me, When I tell Mr. Hackett 
what I know it'll be sufficient." 

One of Reggie's hands rubbed across her stomach. “Don’t 
you work for Hollis Carroll? What is this, anyway?” 

"That's my affair. I'm doing this for her own good.” 

Reggie laughed. “I’ve heard that one before. Not jealous, 
are you?” 

“What do you mean by that?” Nora blazed, 

The girl with the black hair arched a black eyebrow. 
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"Oh, come off it. I speak your language and you know it. 
You've got it in for the Carroll dame because she's neglect- 
ing you, although I can fully understand why. What amazes 
me is the fact that she ever took up with you in the first 
place." 

“Took up with me! Are you insinuating—” 

Reggie stood up to her full five-feet-two-inches, her hands 
on her hips, and tossed her head. “I know a sister when 
I see one. Just relax. Pretend I never mentioned it, unless 
your curiosity gets the best of you. I know what you need, 
and it isn’t the satisfaction of spiking Carroll’s chances for 
the elections. It's” 

“Shut up!” Nora screamed. The tears started and she 
could not stop them. She sank into the nearest chair and 
buried her face in her hands. “Leave me alone!” 

Reggie came nearer and inserted her fingers into Nora’s 
hair, “All right,” she said very softly. “I'll let you alone, 
if you really want me to, but a woman like you always 
arouses me. Maybe because I know that deep down inside, 
you seethe like a volcano, and once you really blow your 
top it’s something to see and experience. I'll let you alone, 
Miss Randall, for now.” 

Right at that instant Nora wanted nothing more than to 
press her tear-stained face into the richness of the sweater, 
to feel the brazen breasts against her own flesh. They were 
во close, so very close. 

Reggie moved away. “Look. This isn't the place to dis- 
cuss this. Shall we go to your room? I’m not saying you 
aren't doing the right thing, but it won't hurt to talk it 
over and really weigh the whole business, What do you 
say?" 

Sobs racked up out of Nora's chest, “All—all right. 
Anything you say.” She dug out a hanky. “Ive made an 
awful fool of myself.” 

“No, you haven't. I'm the one who did it. That's the way 
Таш. J like to destroy things. It'll probably catch up with 
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me some day." Reggie tugged at the hem of her sweater. 
"Shall we go?" 


Ф 


T. Daniel Benson was tall and broad. The T stood for 
Titus, after the Roman emperor, and T. Daniel was moved 
to emulate an emperor in his rare public appearances, A 
good six-four, he weighed nearly two hundred and twenty 
pounds. He liked to wear pin-striped suits to accentuate 
his height. Whenever he glared down from his eminence 
it was enough to throw the strongest of men into panic. 
And if the look alone was not enough, his massive fists 
would really do it. Such physical prowess had stood him 
in good stead back in the days when he had been a husky 
miner in the West Virginia pits and had to fight for his 
jobs. Broken nose by broken nose he had fought his way 
up the ladder, first as a union delegate, then as a union 
officer, and finally, when he had got too big for the mine 
owners to buck, as a stockholder in the mine itself, From 
there momentum had propelled him on to the board of 
directors, from whence he had wielded great power against 
his former co-workers. Inside of fifteen years he had become 
a colossus in the industry. 

His photograph had not been taken half-a-dozen times, 
successfully, More than a hundred attempts had wound 
up in shattered cameras and spilt blood at the hands of his 
hired bodyguards, As a dictator of policy to both the own- 
ers and the miners, he had been accepted by Washington 
as a factor to be reckoned with. Gradually he had been able 
to relax his iron grip on his holdings and devote more and 
more time to trouble-shooting for the government, 

Benson’s influence now was that he could deliver votes 
by the thousands, contribute millions to the public welfare 
and help from international policies. All of which counters 
balanced each other until no one group or segment of the 
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public dared criticize him for fear of being publicly casti- 


T. Daniel Benson was a big man. 

And when he made an appearance in the lobby of the 
"Great Southern Hotel on the fourth day of the AYE con- 
vention he created a goodly stir. His massively muscled 
figure rose like an oak above the guests in the hotel. Highly 
polished black boots were on his feet, with the cuff of one 
trouser leg casually tucked into the top of one boot, He 
wore a broad-brimmed hat that made his shoulders appear 
even broader than they were, At his side, almost dwarfed 
by the great man, were a pair of rock-faced youths who 
were said to have been forged in the steel mills of Pitts- 
burgh. It could be believed. Neither one smiled. Nothing 
in their heads moved but their eyes, They walked on either 
side of Benson, two paces to the rear, They were big, too. 

Chub Hawkins, with the courage born of ignorance, 
was the first to approach the three men, He introduced 
himself and asked if he could be of any help at all. 

Titus Benson looked down at the plump one. In a voice 
that was astonishingly gentle he said, “Are outsiders al- 

- lowed in this convention, son?" 

Chub stared up as if first noticing the enormous size of 
the man. 

Benson repeated his gentle question. 

“Yessir, yessir.” Then Chub added dubiously, “But 
there’s a twenty-five dollar fee per day.” It started as a 
statement and ended almost as a question. 

“Ts that all? I had heard the AYE’s were big money 
people. Henry,” he said, turning to one of his companions, 
“Give the boy seventy-five dollars. We wouldn't want to 
be accused of free-loading.” 

Chub looked at the two fifties Henry offered him. “I'll 
get change. Oh. You'll need identification cards, May I 
have your names?” 

Henry answered, barely moving his lips. "Benson. T. 
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Daniel Benson. For us”—indicating his partner—“make 
it Henry and George. That'll be enough." 

Chub was not about to argue. He scurried off, a little 
numb at the realization of whom he had been talking to so 
fearlessly. A few of the AYE's, themselves powers in their 
own cities, went out of their way to pass near Benson and 
nod to him in greeting. Some even walked up and shook 
hands. But few tarried. It was an honor to be seen with 
Titus Benson. It was a stigma to be seen talking to him, 

When Chub returned with the twenty-five dollars and 
the three identity badges he turned them over to Henry. 
Henry stuck them in his pocket without so much as a word, 
Before Chub could protest, Henry explained, “We got the 
badges, but there ain't no law says we have to wear them," 

Chub agreed smilingly. 

"Titus Benson said, "When do your meetings begin this 
afternoon?" 

"Depends which ones you mean, sir. There are person- 
nel meetings, advertising meetings, tax meetings. All like 
that. Any ones you are especially interested in?” 

The great shoulders went up and came down. “Doesn't 
make much difference to me. You, boys?” 

The boys shook their heads, 

“Who is president this year?” Benson asked casually as 
his eyes skated around the room. 

“Mr. Carveth is, as of right now. Tomorrow there will 
be a new one.” 

“Yes, of course. How about your executive secretary? 
Hawkins, isn’t it?” 

Chub snickered weakly. "That's me, sir. I’m Hawkins, 
You must mean Mr. Hackett. Fred Hackett.” 

“Ah, yes. Hackett. Recall meeting him some time ago. 
Uh. Does he happen to be around at the moment? I'd like 
to present my greetings to him." 

“Not now, Mr. Benson, he's at lunch, but I'll go get him. 
right away if you want.” Chub blinked eagerly. 

“Nonsense, Let him finish his lunch in peace. That’s how 
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get ulcers, by having people interrupt their meals. 
Perhaps I could wait for him somewhere. Where would 
you suggest?” 

“How about right here in the lobby? I could see you 
weren't. disturbed." 

“That’s right thoughtful of you, young man, but T dis- 
like sitting where people can stare at me. You might say I 
have a complex about it. Isn't there a more private place?" 

“Mr. Hackett’s room?” Chub suggested hopefully. 

“Good. Good. You don’t have to show us the way. Just 
get us a key. That'll be fine.” 

Chub jumped to obey, happy to be of the smallest service 
to such a great man. Within a minute he had secured an 
extra key to Hackett’s room from the desk clerk and pre- 
sented it to Benson. The tall man bowed, took the key and 
strode to the elevators with Henry and George on his heels. 

Chub stared after the trio. He drew a nervous hand over 
his forehead. “Whew,” he said to no one in particular. 
"He's a big guy." Then, as if to make certain no one mis- 


understood, he added quickly, “But real nice. A real nice 
» 


guy. 
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NORA RANDALL watched with increasing nervousness 
as Reggie Staples moved about her room. The black-haired 
girl paused now and then to finger an article or to look 
blankly out the window. Nora felt better now that she had 
locked the connecting door which led to the living room 
between her and Hollis’ bedrooms. Just why she did not 
want to have Reggie found in her room she could not 
determine, but she felt it was safer this way. 

She was sitting on the edge of the reading chair, her feet 
close together, her clasped hands resting on her knees. She 
felt terribly light-headed and giddy, silently marveling at 
the effortlessness in Reggie's movements. The younger girl 
had, in a very short time, acquired the self-confidence it 
had taken Nora years longer even to approach. At that, 
Nora knew she was still a millenium away from moving 
with the surety Reggie had. She doubted if even Hollis had 
such self-assurance. If so, she did not display it, And how 
did a girl get it? Probably it started with her awareness 
of her physical attractions and how they affected men. In 
attracting men she was bound to learn the ways of life 
very quickly; and the more she learned, the more men she 
would attract. Beauty was like a snowball. With an acute 
brain a girl could put her new knowledge to use and learn 
how to attract people. Eventually her sureness would mani- 
fest itself in her walk and her eyes and her words. 

Well, Nora thought, anyone with Reggie's looks could 
do the same thing. 

But underneath she knew that she, given the same looks, 
could not do it. 

Tt was difficult to keep her eyes from the girl's marvelous 
figure. She had thought that Hollis had the only perfect 

108 
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female body. Now she had her doubts. Could any woman 
be more appealing than Reggie? That sullenly beautiful 
face which rarely smiled, those deep, dark eyes which could 
strip with a glance, that maz of shining jet hair—Carmen 
come to life, Then there Were the charms below her face, 
the charms which made her white sweater a thing immortal 
and immoral, the charms which did for the slacks things 
that the designer had never dreamed could be done. And 
those feet, those dainty, veined feet with the curved arch 
and the pink-painted toenails. 

“What would Hollis say,” Reggie asked suddenly, “if 
she knew what you were about to do?” 

Dizzily, Nora shook her head. “I don’t know. But it 
doesn’t matter. She means too much to me to stand by and 
let her ruin herself and her career by taking this presi- 
dency.” 

“What do you think Hackett will do when you tell 
him?” 

“Why, I suppose he'll tell Hollis that he has received 
certain information that makes it impossible for him to 
allow her to run and if she resists he will threaten to reveal 
the information to the other AYE’s.” 

“That's a good guess. So in effect you are gambling 
with not only Hollis’ career but her reputation and her 
marriage.” 

For the first time Nora grasped the enormity of what 
she was doing. Yes, she was putting all Hollis had in 
jeopardy. 

“Ig it worth it?" Reggie shot quickly. 

“J—I—yes, it’s worth it.” 

“All right, then, As long as you are positive on that 
score. Now. Tell me what you know.” With her words 
Reggie left the window and stood before Nora. 

Looking up, Nora found she could not get her eyes past 
the dimpled sweetness of the sweater. She wanted so much 
to touch the breasts just to see how it was possible for them 
to be so firm and strong without any apparent support. 
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"Excuse me, Reggie, but may I ask you a very personal 
question? It’s unforgivable, but I can't help myself,” 

Reggie’s lips stretched in a semblance of a smile. “Of 
course.” 

“Your—your sweater, I've never seen an effect quite 
like it, If you don’t mind, how do you do it?” 

Reggie threw her head back and laughed. At the same 
time she drew her hands up over her waist until they 
cupped the swellings, “Oh. This effect, you mean. I'll show. 
you.” She seized the hem of the sweater and swiftly drew 
the garment up and over her head. 

Nora’s question was answered at once. Reggie wore a 
bra all right, but not a complete one. It was made of white 
satin, with broad shoulder straps and reinforced cups, but 
there were holes the size of a half dollar at the outer ex- 
tremity of each cup. Through these holes pecked the rose- 
bud tips of each breast. 

Nora had never seen a garment quite like it. She stared, 
fascinated. Tentatively she touched one of the peaks with 
her forefinger. “But why?” she asked, genuinely mystified. 

“Suggestion.” 

“Suggestion?” 

"Yes. You'd be surprised how many friends a device 
like this can make, At least, people notice you, and it 
gives the men, and sometimes the girls, a cheap thrill. Men 
are appreciative of something like that. It shows the girl is 
thinking of them. See what I mean?” 

On her face she wore a wistful, faraway look, the corner 
of her mouth curled up, her lips moist. It struck Nora that 
Reggie was absolutely serious. 

The girl went on. “Don’t you think it’s much more 
interesting than simply a sweater? This way it puts less of 
a strain on the man's imagination.” 

"Why are you so worried about their imaginations?” 

"That's what makes the world go around,” Reggie mur- 
mured dreamily, She brushed the projecting bits of flesh 
with her palms. “And I’m merely doing what little I can.” 
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Nora shivered. The girl's beauty, which before had been 
of a stunning nature, had taken on a new, insidious aspect. 
It was an evil loveliness, and suddenly Nora was fright- 
ened. Her curiosity was more than satisfied, The licentious- 
ness that had swept through her an hour before had blown 
itself out, A clammy chill had taken its place. She wanted 
the girl out of the room. 

“Perhaps,” Reggie was saying, “if you used a little 
imagination yourself, you wouldn't be quite so frustrated, 
You wouldn't, then, have to take your frustration out on 
your friends." 

“I resent that!” Nora cried. The other's words hurt, 
because they were so true. "I think I've had just about 
enough of you for one day. You may leave." 

She rose to her feet and faced the smaller girl. The fan- 
tastic brassiere was between them like a shelf. The sight of 
the circles of flesh peering through their portholes was en- 
raging, The idea of a woman doing a thing like that! 

Reggie smiled grimly. “You please me, Nora. You have 
some fire. I know that underneath you are ready to burst 
into flame. Most of the women I know are burned out,” 

Nora’s hand swung around and caught Reggie on the 
face. There was a red mark left by her fingers. 

“You fool!” Reggie hissed. “Don’t you know what I'm 
offering you? An escape. A way out of this dull, drab life 
you're leading, a life that’s gradually sucking the moisture 
out of you like a snake sucks an egg. And you dare to re- 
fuse me! Do you think I give a hoot about your lovely 
Mrs. Carroll? Of course I don’t. I wouldn’t be afraid to 
compete with a dozen of her kind, because I know I could 
beat them all. Now behave before I lose my temper.” 

Without warning she picked Nora up and carried her to 
the bed. For so small a girl she was astonishingly strong. 
In a daze, Nora felt herself being lowered to the mattress, 
All will to resist had flowed out of her with that single slap. 
It had only been a last-ditch gesture anyway. Now, feeling 
at last Reggie’s hands on her body, she was unable to strike 
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again. Dimly she watched as the black-haired girl reached 
around and unfastened the ridiculous bra. It was a distinct 
relief to see her entire breasts at last. The peek-a-boo busi- 
ness was a little unnerving. 

The next minutes were jumbled together crazily. Ex- 
pert hands disrobed her and then strong fingers were mas- 
saging and kneading her flesh in ways she never had 
dreamed possible. New life seemed to flow into her limbs 
and she wanted to clasp the evilly beautiful creature to her. 

Then something happened so pleasurably shocking that 
Nora cried out. Far away she saw the moist mouth and 
glittering eyes of Reggie Staples. For an instant she thought 
it was her own face looking up at her, She realized then 
that her imagination was at last working and that she was 
replacing herself with Hollis Carroll and Reggie with her- 
self. But it was only for an instant, and the electric shocks 
that ripped through her tore away any visions other than 
the sight of the shining black hair. 

It felt like walking along a high wire, teetering, teetering, 
almost falling, regaining her balance, teetering again, un- 
sure whether to be afraid of what would happen if she did 
fall. There was a point when she felt she must surely fall 
and fall and fall and she moaned aloud. 

That was when Reggie spoke. “That bed Hollis slept in 
last night—whose was it, sweet?” 

“Bed? Last night? Whose?” 

“Yes, darling, what man’s?” 

Nora felt moist and warm. She could scarcely breathe, 

“Must we talk, now?” 

“No, Just the name, my dear.” 

“Why, it was James Barton. I thought you knew that.” 

"I do now," Reggie said. 

The wire wiggled and wobbled and shook, and all at 
once, as if a knife had sliced it, it broke, and Nora fell 
with a faint, lingering scream. 


Ф 
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Titus Benson was standing before the French doors lead- 
ing to the tiny balcony overlooking the park, his huge 
hands clasped behind him, his head bowed in thought, 
when Fred Hackett walked in. The two bodyguards eyed 
him watchfully as he closed the door. 

“Mr. Benson?” Hackett said. 

The big man spun around. “Ah, Mr. Hackett. It's a 
pleasure, A distinct pleasure.” He stuck out a hand and 
Hackett took it, a little surprised that the grip was not 
bone-breaking. 

“Not at all. The pleasure, the honor, is all mine, sir. May 
Y apologize for not being here when you arrived. If I had 
known—" 

*—]f you had known, you would have made a fuss and 
J detest fusses. No, I prefer it this way, when the reporters 
and photographers are taken off-guard.” 

“Naturally. Naturally. I understand you were interested 
in attending some of the meetings. Just name it, Mr. 
Benson." 

Titus Benson squinted his eyes and crinkled his face. 
Hackett guessed he was smiling. "Now, Mr. Hackett. You 
must realize that I’ve attended my share of meetings in my 
day. You know why I am here.” 

Hackett frowned. “If not that, I can’t imagine. If you'd 
like to make a personal appearance—” 

“You mean,” Benson interrupted, “you really don’t 
know?” His eyes were daggers. 

Hackett shook his head. “Surely you are joking with me, 
What other reason would you have for coming?” 

Benson’s face relaxed. “I’m pleased. Evidently my people 
can keep secrets. Fine. So you are truly surprised. Fine. 
Fine. I'll tell you why I am here, Hackett. I’m here to see 
you and you alone.” 

“Me?” 

“Correct. For one thing I want to commend you for 
being able to carry out orders without quibbling and with- 
out question. Thus far you have done well. These days it 
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is very hard to find a man who can do that, like Hubbard's 
A4 Message to Garcia, you know.” He stared at Hackett, 

Hackett stared back. Slowly, very slowly, the light bright- 
ened and then burst brilliantly. “It’s you—1 thought it 
was—" 

Benson held up a hand. “Yes, 1 know who you thought 
it was, but please refrain from mentioning any names. 
Not that I don’t trust Henry and George here, but I find 
it wiser to say the bare minimum at all times, Besides, I 
find our mutual friend valuable in his present position and 
would not jeopardize it for anything. Agreed?" 

Hackett nodded dumbly. 

“As I was saying,” Benson went on as he put a slim cigar 
in his mouth, “you’ve handled yourself very well and you'll 
be paid accordingly.” 

“But,” Hackett protested, “I wasn’t expecting any pay- 
ment.” 

“Nevertheless, you shall be paid. I have my own reasons 
for preferring it that way. The second thing I wanted to 
mention is that your association, and I do mean your 
association, Hackett, is ideal for my purposes. Our pur- 
poses. No need to tell you about its great prestige and 
influence throughout the country and the world. You al- 
ready know that. It's up to you to keep it that way.” 

“TIl do my best,” Hackett interjected. Then, “However, 
I must confess that I am inquisitive about some of the 
operations and plans, From where I stand it’s kind of dark.” 

“And it will remain dark,” Benson growled. “Tell me, 
who is to be your next president?” 

Hackett swallowed a lump in his throat. "T think it will 
be a man by the name of Barton. James Barton." 

"The brewery Barton?" 

“That’s him,” 

“Good choice. But you only think. You don’t know?” 

Hackett blinked nervously. He looked at the emotionless 
face. “It’s kind of hard to explain, Mr. Benson. We've been 
having some difficulties with Hollis Carroll.” He brightened. 
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“But don’t worry, it'll all be ironed out and Barton will 
be in.” 

“Carroll. Texas. Bad combination. I’m sorry to learn of 
this. I had expected that such trivia had been taken care 
of.” Titus Benson’s face showed displeasure for the first 
time since he had come in. He shifted his great bulk and 
paced across the room, his hands behind his back. 

Hackett, quick to sense peril, leaped up. “I’ve been aware 
all along of the need for getting Barton in, Mr. Benson, but 
for some reason the Carroll woman has been adamant about 
running. The worst part of it is that she is gaining support 
all the time." 

Benson spun around. “What are you doing to offset it?” 

"Everything humanly possible. I'll use any means short 
of murder to stop her.” 

At the word “murder” Henry and George glanced at 
Hackett with sudden interest. Then they looked at Benson. 
Hackett thought of the way the heads of vultures swung 
at the sight of a prospective corpse. 

“Short of murder, Hackett? Do you realize that there 
are millions involved in this? Do you realize thousands 
may lose their lives? That history may be changed? Short 
of murder?” Benson spat. 

The pit of Hackett’s stomach felt as if it had the heel of 
a boot in it. His complexion must have turned gray because 
Benson moved to him and clapped a hand on his shoulder. 

“Now don’t fret over it, boy. 1 have full confidence in 
you. You haven't let me down yet and I know you won't. 
Barton will be elected and everything will be all right, 
Then it is your job to schedule as many appearances and 
speeches for him as you can. You will be supplied with the 
material and in turn you will prepare the speeches and 
Barton will make them. Is that understood?” 

Hackett nodded helplessly. Only dimly did he hear the 
references to the speeches. Still ringing in his ears were 
the implications behind Benson's comments about murder. 
And the looks given him by the bodyguards. The very air 
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was sinister, made more so by contrast with Benson's easy- 
going familiarity. He wanted to ask more questions, but 
he was afraid lest Benson take offense. 

*As for the next two days," Benson murmured, finally 
lighting the cigar in his mouth, “you'll be given material 
for news releases and statements from the directors. A 
certain high official will be down to make a few comments 
at the time the election results are announced. At no time 
are you to lodge any protest whatsoever about your orders! 
Is that clear?” 

“Yes, sir,” Hackett said hastily. “Tell me, would it be 
out of order to ask a question?” 

“Of course not. It's a free country. Ask away." 

“In order to do a more effective job it would help for 
me to at least have a general idea what we are aiming for.” 

Benson glared down at him from his great height. For a 
moment Hackett thought he would be struck. Then Benson 
grunted. “Yes. Yes. Perhaps you should know a little. All 
right. This happens to be but one cog in the wheel, an 
important cog, however. All the cogs, though, are singing 
the same tune, a tune that will start a groundswell of public 
opinion. Pacifism, disarmament, fewer trade restrictions, 
less FBI power, lower defense budget, greater control over 
the reactionary press”—Benson pursed his lips—“and a 
few other minor alterations. The net result?” He raised 
and lowered his massive shoulders in a shrug. “Well, it 
will be interesting to see.” 

"There was a look of almost sensual pleasure on the big 
man’s face. Something like a snake uncoiled inside of 
Hackett, leaving him weak and scared. 

“As I say,” Titus Benson went on, “you have done a 
remarkable job, almost as though you had intended from 
the beginning to place the AYE in my hands.” 

“Thank you.” Hackett felt a sudden urge to get back at 
this man who had snapped his confidence, who had barged 
in like a huge pachyderm to usurp all of his work. Not 
that he had any intention of bucking Benson, which would 





7 


CONVENTION GIRL 117 


have been sheer madness, but there might be an insidious 
way of getting revenge without committing suicide, Be- 
sides, he agreed generally with what Benson had sug- 
gested. There did not have to be a spelling out of every 
word for him to grasp the significance: Benson’s intention 
was to soften the public up for some kind of blow. Revo- 
lution, war, infiltration. Something. The thought of it gave 
Hackett a thrill. Nevertheless he must get back at Benson, 
no matter how big he was, And he had just the weapon. 

“Do you intend to stay around this afternoon, Mr. 
Benson? I assure you it could be worth your while.” 

“Meetings, speeches, chattering? I thought you might 
have a higher regard for my intelligence than that, Hackett." 

"But I do," Hackett protested smoothly. ^I do. I had 
someone in mind you should meet.” 

Benson eyed him warily. “I told you I wanted no fuss. 
No interviews, nothing.” 

“This,” Hackett remonstrated, “is a girl.” 

The bushy brows came together. The heads of the other 
two men came up like wary hyenas. “I’m a married man, 
Hackett.” 

“Yes. Yes. But rest assured that I would not waste one 
second of your time on an average girl. This one is rather 
extraordinary. But of course if I have offended you in any 
way, then I apologize from the bottom of my heart." 

He knew there would be no need to apologize; the look 
in Benson’s eyes was one of unadulterated lust. How Ben- 
son had guessed the type of girl, Hackett did not know, 
but the man’s appetite was whetted and it merely needed 
a tiny push. 

“She has some remarkable capabilities. She has abso- 
lutely no fear whatsoever." 

“Attractive?” 

“Stunning.” Hackett talked with his hands, “However,” 
he shrugged, “I know you are a busy man.” 

Benson glanced at his two assistants, “Not too busy that 
I can’t stay a short while longer." 
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The sight of his eager face almost made Hackett burst 
into laughter. It was worth all the degradation to sce Ben- 
son like this. He had been panicked for a moment by the 
impressive stature of this man, but his native cunning had 
saved him from becoming abject. That cunning had given 
him the offensive, and now all he had learned about men 
in the past twenty years centered on a single object of 
attention. Even the Titus Bensons could not deny that; 
hence, his wet-lipped interest. No man is so big that his 
libido cannot bring him down to size. 

Hackett glanced at Henry and George. 

Immediately Benson caught the significance of the look. 
“Boys,” he snapped, addressing the pair. “Suppose you two 
take in a movie this afternoon, I'll meet. you in the lobby 
later on." 

Henry started to protest, but Benson raised his hand, 
Henry held his tongue. 

“You are not only efficient, Hackett, but you are thought 
ful as well. Shall I remain in your room here?” 

"Okay by me. You won't be alone long." Hackett rose. 
“Meanwhile I'll start exerting pressure on the Carroll 
woman. You've given me new confidence, Mr. Benson. I 
don’t anticipate any trouble now.” 

“I thought not. Remember what I said, nothing must 
stand in the way. A single life at this stage is not important." 

"They shook hands again and Hackett was happy to sense. 
an anxiousness in the big man's grip. When he smiled it 
was with genuine satisfaction, He had discovered Titus 
Benson’s weakness, and from now on he could exploit it to 
the hilt. 

As he walked down the corridor with Henry and George 
two paces to the rear, he wondered how long it would 
take him to oust Titus Daniel Benson from his all-powerful 
position once he really got started. 
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THEY returned to the hotel separately, with Barton firat 
and Hollis following a discreet hour later, her arms laden 
with bundles to give the impression that she had been 
shopping. 

Barton was immediately waylaid by a group of men, 
who cornered him and demanded to know where he had 
been. Then they launched into a heated discussion on the 
strategy necessary for winning the votes to elect him. The 
last thing Barton wanted was to talk about such an insipid 
topic as the election, but he forced himself to show interest 
and enthusiasm. They told him that Blake, the Oregon 
lumberman who was the third candidate, was talking about 
withdrawing from the race and throwing his votes behind 
one of the others. 

“Jf you can get Blake’s support,” Bessler said, “you can’t 
miss.” 

Jim looked at Bessler curiously. He felt as a Peeping 
Tom must feel on meeting one of his victims face-to-face 
after watching her perform an intimate function, Guilty. 
Having pried into Bessler’s past life and learned some 
rather sordid details, he found it almost painful to look 
the man in the eye. Bessler’s cheery, ruddy-checked smile 
was now a little disgusting. 

The man from Tennessee, Catlett, leaned forward, his 
breath reeking of stale whiskey. “If you got hold of Blake 
and made a deal with him . . ." 

Jim fought down an urge to smash the man's face. 

Then there was Bauer, the genial fruit-man, the mam 
who had formed youth movements and taught youngsters 
how to fire submachine guns. “It'd be easy as pie," Bauer 
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mused aloud, "if we could drop the word that Miz Carroll 
was bein' sweet to the boys." He laughed sardonically. 

Jim did not fight the urge this time. He leaped to his feet 
and seized Bauer's shirtfront. "Any more talk like that, 
Bauer, and I'll tear you apart!” He drew his fist back. 

“Hey, what's the matter?” the man screamed fearfully. 
“J was just talkin’. You damyankees take offense at the 
dumbest things. Take it easy, Barton." 

“Okay,” Barton gritted, feeling the blood drain from his 
face. He had been within an inch of smashing Bauer, and 
that would have been the end of everything. “Just watch 
your filthy tongue.” 

Bessler patted him on the back. “Beauregard didn’t mean 
anything, Jim. You musn’t take it to heart.” Then he 
frowned. “But anybody who wants this presidency has got 
to do some things he doesn't like to do. That's politics, 
Jim. You'll learn." 

“T'I learn the right way. And you guys will learn to hold 
your tongues. There will be no deals or smearing. Is that 
understood?” 

“Sure, sure,” Catlett soothed. “Sure thing, Jim.” The 
three men exchanged curious glances. “Whatever you say.” 

Jim excused himself and went to his room. He was not 
in the mood to attend any meetings or talk to anyone about 
the election or the association or anything else, He was 
afraid he would lose his temper again, and he could not 
afford that indulgence. Not now. Too much hinged on his 
ability to think clearly and intelligently. 

Once in the room he peeled off his sweat-dampened 
clothing and climbed into a lukewarm tub of water, The 
tautness poured out of his muscles and a gentle lassitude 
overtook him. He could think now without any obstructions 
or interruptions. 

He stared down at the flat slab of his belly as it disap- 
peared into the water, then at the sinewed columns of his 
legs as they emerged. Physically he was in passable shape, 
but not as good as he would like. The soft, desk-bound life 





E CONVENTION GIRL 121 


of the past few years had begun to take its toll. His stamina 
was not what it used to be; lately he had found himself 
lying in bed mornings, and looking forward to sleep at 
night. It was a bit of a shock to realize he was aging. To 
think that just ten years before, at twenty-three, he had 
been as resilient as a hard rubber ball, tough as an oak, 
bursting with energy and ambition. What a change wrought 
* by a decade. 

A slight tremor of his body betrayed the fact that he was 
not really thinking about Ais physical condition, but about 
Hollis Garroll’s. Disturbing, After such an active and full 
night he should not expect to feel a throb of desire for 
Hollis, but here it was, and for a second he wished that 
Hollis were here with him. 

Damn! There were other things to be considered than 
the lust he felt for Hollis. Lust? No, love. For it was love, 
and he no longer kidded himself about it. As fresh and new 
and as joyous as his first crush many years before, The 
doubts which had riddled his brain scarcely twelve hours 
earlier were dissipated, cast to the winds. Hollis was his 
and he hers. Never had two people more suited one another. 
They spoke with the same tongue, they thought with a single 
brain, And they laughed from the same heart. How could 
he have ever doubted that she loved him? 

Feeling the grin on his face about to break into laughter, 
he shook himself, Face reality. She is married, to a pretty 
nice guy. What if he is old and decrepit and senile? He is 
still a nice guy and Hollis should not hurt him. Denby 
Carroll was a kind-hearted, rich old man who was deserving 
of consideration. 

James Barton, you are now facing reality and being 
self-sacrificing and you will retire gracefully to the wings 
when the week is over and allow Hollis Carroll to return 
to her smelly ships and creaky husband deep in the heart 
of Texas. Sure you will. That's just the kind of guy you 
are. You are so strong that it won't bother you a bit to see 
the most beautiful creature in creation march out of your 
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life for the second time. Not a bit. You are going to deliver 
her over to good old Denby Carroll, 

Oh yes you are, in a pig’s— 

Barton climbed dripping from the tub, liking the cool- 
ness of the fresh air on his moist body. He buffed himself 
briskly with a huge towel. His brain was clear and un- 
cluttered now. He had made up his mind about Hollis. That 
no longer bothered him. But yet to be considered were the 
actions of the morning. 

Clad only in shorts and T-shirt he took up a position 
near the open window and began to read over the pages 
of notes he had made that morning with Hollis. The evi- 
dence was overwhelming and quite damning, as far as he 
was concerned, But it would not be enough for the legal 
action he and Hollis had talked about after they left the 
Library. There was nothing definitely incriminating, and 
they could not act unless the last vestige of doubt was 
removed. 

Yet how to prove the guilt within the next twenty-four 
hours? If indeed it could be proved, if there was anything 
to prove. It was true that the evidence he possessed was 
patchwork material requiring a considerable amount of 
imagination and tolerance for veracity. The tracks of the 
men had been sufficiently covered in the past to make it 
plain that one more day was not going to upset their works. 

The point at hand was, however, whether or not he 
should continue to play ball with them. Should he pretend 
interest in becoming president of an organization in which 
he no longer believed? Could he perform a greater service 
by passing himself off as a naive babe and infiltrating 
into the association? Or would that irrevocably commit 
him beyond redemption? And would that slow method 
take too long and waste too much time? Surely there must 
be a time schedule, there must be some immediate goals 
to be achieved long before he would be able to consoli- 
date his position. It would be at least a month before he 
could accomplish the transition from the brewery to the 
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AYE and shore himself up for the creamed-chicken-and- 
peas lecture circuit. 

But now he was looking too far into the future. It was 
possible that in a matter of days there would be no more 
AYE, or, if he made any mistakes, no more James Barton, 

Hackett. There was the most dangerous and smartest 
man in the situation. To neutralize him would be a task. 
Then there was the girl, Liz Tremblant. It was hard to 
tell how much she knew; she might even be the weak link 
in Hackett’s plan. Perhaps she would bear talking to. 

And the girl in the pressroom, Reggic. A shudder passed 
through him at the thought of her. Next time he went near 
Reggie he would be wearing a suit of armor. But there 
again he could not afford to pass up a chance to get in- 
formation on Hackett. As the publicity girl she should 
know a great deal about what went on in the inner sanc- 
tum. 

But whatever he did he should start doing soon. The 
lesion preliminaries were gaining momentum. And he 
and Hollis had not reached a decision on how they were 
going to behave at voting time. As it stood now, they were 
both going to run. He did not relish the idea of being 
forced into an awkward position, a position that might 
rupture their own private relationship. And of them all, 
that relationship was the most important single feature in 
the whole picture. What would happen to Jim Barton and 
Hollis Carroll at the close of the convention? 


e 


As she drew the stiff bristles of the brush through her 
hair, Hollis was acutely conscious of Nora’s eyes on her. 
Nora’s curiosity must be burning her up. Let it burn, Hollis 
mused. It would be good for her not to know everything. 
Obviously she was dying to ask where Hollis had spent 
the previous night. And obviously Hollis had no intention 
of telling her a thing. Inside she shook with amusement. 
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On her entrance an hour before, they had scarcely ex- 
changed hello’s before Hollis sensed a strangeness in Nora's 
manner. Rather than probe and thereby make it worse, 
she determined to let Nora speak when she would and 
what she would. Until then, Hollis could retire into her- 
self and think about Jim Barton and the AYE and the 
Library of Congress. Never had she spent so theroughly 
satisfying a morning as this one. From midnight on, it 
could not have been fuller or better. Never? Well, not 
quite never. There had been one other morning when she 
had felt so complete and so empty. The morning on the 
train. Not since then had she left Denby’s bed for another's. 
Now the stark realization of what she was missing was at 
once terrible and wonderful. She felt so clean and light 
She wanted to sing and dance and shout. 

But with Nora’s eyes on her, all she could do was run 
the brush endlessly through her silken tresses while Nora 
fumed in silence. All at once, as when the sun bursts 
through the overcast on a cloudy day, she wished Jim were 
here, with his hands sliding down over her shoulders, their 
eyes meeting in the mirror in mutual love and compassion, 

In the mirror she watched Nora for a moment. The girl 
seemed to be especially preoccupied with a book she had 
taken from her suitcase, so preoccupied, in fact, that she 
had not turned a page in some minutes. There was a strange 
flush in her face and she continually crossed and шь 
crossed her legs. 

That was not like Nora at all, now that she thought of 
it. Usually if Nora had a complaint she could hold her 
peace for just so long and then she had to speak out or 
burst. Which was one of the qualities that Hollis liked in 
her, She detested the long-sufferers who stoically accepted 
their pain whatever it might be. 

Maybe Nora was not moping about her nocturnal ab- 
sence at all, She might actually have a personal problem 

On impulse, Hollis swung around and faced her. She 
and might be screwing up courage to air it. 
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wore nothing more than bra and panties, but it never 
occurred to her to be modest about it, Nora had certainly 
seen her in less, often enough. But now she had the distinct 
impression that Nora was blushing! 

With her hands flat on her bare thighs she said, “Nora, 
something is eating you. What is it? Do you want to tell 
me?” 

Nora looked at her in horror. “No, Hollis, Nothing. 
Nothing.” 

“You're lying. It is something. Tell me.” Hollis spoke 
gently, not as an employer to an employee, but as a friend 
to a friend. 

"The book fell from the girl's hand. “I—I—don’t you 
think you should put a little more clothing on? You might 
catch your death,” 

“More? In this heat? I will if it bothers you, but it never 
did before. Is that what you wanted to tell me?” 

“Yes. No. I don’t know, Hollis. Please don’t ask me any 
questions.” 

“But I must. I dislike seeing you so morose. I want to see 
you happy. I know I haven't spent much time with you this 
week, but that isn’t because I’ve forgotten you, Nora. You 
know I love you dearly.” 

“Don’t talk like that!" Nora screamed. “You don't 
know what you're saying!” 

Taken aback, Hollis studied her friend carefully. Emo- 
tions ranged over her face like ice skaters on a pond. 
Fear, anger, hate, shame. Something had happened to Nora 
since she had last seen her, something dreadful, but what? 

“Ts it something I have done? The fact that I was not 
here last night? Is that it, Nora?” 

Nora shook her head in misery. 

Hollis was really at a loss. She walked across to Nora’s 
chair. She was somewhat self-conscious in view of Nora’s 
attitude and her legs seemed particularly naked, almost 
blatant. Her breasts seemed more exposed than usual in 
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the confines of her wispy bra, her panties more sheer. She. 
had to force herself to stand her ground. 

“Nora, 1 must know.” 

The girl’s fists clenched and unclenched, the skin on her 
face was drawn tight, a muscle twitched in her cheek, a 
sigh rippled her blouse. 

In a voice Hollis did not recognize Nora said, “All right. 
T'I tell you, but remember you forced me,” 

' “PI remember,” Hollis said softly. 

“I met a girl this morning. À very peculiar girl. Very 
lovely. We spent some time alone together. She—we—l 
don't know how to say this. We made love, Hollis, We 
made love!” 

Words stuck in Hollis’ throat, So that was it. She might 
have guessed it would be of an emotional nature. But in 
her wildest conjectures she would not have guessed this, 
Nora did not often take a fall, but when she did, it wag 
surely a beauty. It posed a sweet problem for Hollis: how 
to accept Nora’s shock and still minimize the incident. 

“This is terrible of me to ask, but did you enjoy it?” 

For a long moment Nora made no sign. Then, almost im- 
perceptibly, she nodded. 

Hollis loosed an inaudible sigh. It might be easier than 
she thought to bank this blaze. “In that case, I think you're 
taking it altogether too hard, darling. Things like that hap- 
pen. It’s nothing to slash your wrists over. And if you were 
afraid that I might not understand—well, chase that right 
out of your mind. Sex is too personal a thing for any out- 
sider to sit in judgment on. As far as I'm concerned, the 
issue is closed,” 

With that, Hollis put an arm around Nora’s neck and 
squeezed her warmly. When Nora looked up, Hollis saw. 
there were tears in her eyes. She misunderstood, thinking, 
they were tears of gratitude. “Now, none of that. That's 
what friends are for.” 

“But that isn’t all, Hollis, You've been very understand- 
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~ ing, but if it were only that business with Reggie I wouldn't 
be so worried. Bad as it was, I did something worse.” 

“Oh?” 

“You see, I was so mixed up about your running for this 
office in the association—you remember how I tried to talk 
you out of it—that I was determined to ruin your chances," 

"Ruin my chances? I don't get it." 

“I wanted to be sure you would have to go back to 
Texas and never be involved with the AYE again. I told 
Reggie about last night.” 

Hollis’ heart turned over. “What about last night?” 

«Т told her,” Nora whispered, “that you slept somewhere 
else last night.” 

“I see. And just where did I sleep?” 

Their eyes met and held. 

*Must I say it?" Nora murmured. 

East 

“In Jim Barton’s room.” 

Hollis turned her back to the girl and went back to the 
dressing table. Her limbs were shaking and she had to sit 
down. Oddly, the sensitive nerve-endings of her breasts 
were tingling excitedly. She felt her thighs quiver uncon: 
trollably. The wealth of self-assurance she had felt earlier, 
in her sureness that no one else knew about Jim, dribbled 
out of her, She was a little nauseated, 

“You told Reggie that?” 

Nora loosed a cry of anguish. “Don’t you see? I was 
doing it for your own good in the end. I was desperate. I 
was afraid you were going to make a fool of yourself by 
getting defeated in the election. Or a worse fool by win- 
ning. All I wanted to do was have Fred Hackett suggest 
you withdraw.” 

“Ts that all?” Hollis queried dryly, “Why didn't you 
hire time on one of the radio stations and broadcast it to 
the whole world? Better still, you might have arranged for 
a television camera to peek into my private life. Is this my 
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thanks, Nora?" Somehow she managed to keep her voice 
calm. 

Helplessly, Nora held out her open hands. Her eyes 
pleaded silently for forgiveness. “Do you want to fire me, 
Hollis? I know I don't deserve anything else. I didn't intend 
to tell her his name, but she was doing those strange things 
to me and I couldn't think. I'll go if you want-me to,” 

The brush was in Hollis’ hand again and she was draw- 
ing it rhythmically through her hair. The redness shim- 
mered liquidly. A numbness stole through her body. The 
most deeply personal thing which had ever happened to 
her had now been exposed to the light. Not that she was 
ashamed of it, not in the least, but what had happened was 
absolutely nobody else's business. What had transpired be- 
tween her and Jim Barton was for them alone. But Nora 
knew. Reggie knew. And Hackett would know the moment 
Reggie would tell him. And after Hackett would have the. 
information, then it would be anyone’s guess as to how 
long it would take before the entire hotel would know. She 
could hear them now: talking, whispering, yammering. 

Hollis Carroll, that’s right, the gorgeous redhead—yep, 
shacking up with some guy at the convention. Married? 
Sure she's married. That's the whole point—she always let 
‘on she was cold. Well, you never know... 

“No, Nora, I don’t want to fire you. That would only 
make it worse, Im terribly hurt that you did this, of course. 
I won't deny that. But firing would be spiteful and I owe 
too much to you for that. If you want to stay you can. 
There are two days left of this convention and then we go 
back to Texas . . . I think.” 

She continued to brush her hair mechanically, Although 
her eyes were open, they did not focus on her reflection in 
the mirror. They saw nothing at all, nothing but blank- 
ness, She wanted to cry, but no tears came. She just sat on 
the bench and brushed her long red hair. 
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“You are a very big man, Mr. Benson." 

“J think we know cach other well enough for you to 
call me Dan, Reggie. Now that you mention it, I am a 
big man.” 

“Take my word for it, you are." 

“You sound as if you ought to know." 

“J know. I know a lot of things about men, because I 
know a lot of men.” 

“And none of them are bigger than I am?” 

“Oh, in different ways maybe, but altogether, no—you're 
just about the biggest." 

"For a little girl you sure know your stuff.” 

“Ips quality, not quantity, that counts. And, by the way, 
you talk a little too much, Dan, for my liking. Now, for 
instance.” 

“Ha. That's hot. You're the only person who's ever had 
the guts to say I talked too much. That's why I think you'd 
be good to have with me all the time. Want to?” 

“You'd be sick of me inside of a month.” 

"You're wrong there, Reggie. I'd never get sick of you, 
as long as you kept it interesting." 

“You'd be sick of me because Га Бе sick of you and I 
would be trying out all of your friends and bodyguards 
and what-have-you. I’m not interested in one man, If I 
were, I would have married a long time ago.” 

“You like nice things. I can buy you anything you 
would ever want. You'd live in high style the rest of your 
life. And what would I care about the other guys just so 
long ns I never knew about it, or caught you home in my 
bed. Ha. That's pretty good." 

“Yeah. That’s a hot one all right.” 

“See, I like your sense of humor too.” 

“You big ox. You don’t know what a sense of humor is. 
You don’t know when you're being laughed at, you colossal 
slob, I wouldn't have you for all the money in the world. 
All your mines, All your power. I know your type, you 
like to beat girls. You take them in your big paws and 
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squeeze them and pound them into a pulp. How would 
you: like some of it?” 

“Whatever you want. I need something.” 

“All right. You'll get something. Where ia your belt? F 
should have warned you, Dan, that sometimes I go a little 
crazy, But I'll do this in a hurry because I have to see my 
boss about something very important.” 

"What's more important than this, you delicious thing?” 

“None of your business, jerk. Here—how do you like 
this!” 

Benson leaped up in anguished rage. 

Reggie raised the belt to ward him off, but he had lifted 
his fist, It shot out like a pile-driver, The belt went spinning. 

Reggie's face exploded in agony and she stumbled back- 
ward. In a red haze she saw Benson loom. He struck her 
again along the side of the head, and everything went white, 
She knew she was conscious because she could feel the 
agony. But she couldn’t see anything. 

“Dan! Dan! I can’t see! Dan. Don’t hit me again!” 

But her plea came too late. The enraged man lurched 
nearer. Reggie swayed on her feet, her arms dangling, utterly 
helpless, Benson took aim and loosed another tremendous 
fist. It met the point of her chin. There was an audible 
crack! 

Again Reggie stumbled backward. But this time she kept 
on moving. 

Benson snapped out of his trance long enough to see what 
was about to happen. 

“Stop,” he yelled crazily. “Stop!” 

Vainly he reached out one of his offending hands, But 
Reggie's momentum was carrying her directly toward the 
open window. It was doubtful that she heard him anyhow: 
because the three blows of his hammer-like fists had knocked. 
her almost senseless and blinded her, 

Benson made a lunge for her. 

Tt was too late, 


Her body met the window sill at the backs of her thighs. 


ah” 
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She bent backward. If she had been an inch or two taller 
her head would have been obstructed by the upraised win- 
dow. As it was, her doubled-up body passed through the 
opening like a basketball through a hoop. 

Benson let out a cry. 

One instant Reggie was there, The next she was gone. 

She simply disappeared through the seventh-floor window 
without a sound. 








LIZ TREMBLANT was confused. The developments of 
the week had shaken her more than she cared to admit. 
Never before had so much happened to her in so short a 
time. For seven years she had been coming to AYE con- 
ventions secure in the belief that she was the “mascot,” the 
glamour girl. The flirting, the minor, passing affairs, the 
excitement, were all fun, but it was also good to know that 
when it was over there was always Fred and the job wait- 
ting. And with Fred the arrangement was ideal: he was 
a good lover and he paid her a high salary. There were 
few worries and fewer troubles. 

Now all at once her world seemed to be falling apart at 
the seams. Fred, the association, even her love—all that was 
changed. Liz was afraid. 

It was hot, and she was perspiring in a very unladylike 
manner. For a long time, ever since she and Fred had 
parted after lunch, in fact, she had remained in her room, 
reluctant to return to the hustle and bustle of the delegates 
who were barreling through the convention business as if 
nothing at all was wrong. 

Slowly, deliberately, she undressed. Her fingers toyed 
idly with the buttons of her blouse, finally loosening them, 
She shed the blouse with a flick of her wrist. She looked 
down at the rising curves of flesh as they fought the prison 
of her bra. There had been a time when she held an enor- 
mous pride in her bosom, aware that her breasts were her 
best feature, knowing that women envied her and men 
desired her. But that too was changed. 

She released the belt holding up her skirt, and let the 
garment fall to her feet. Then she stepped out of it. She had. 
no false modesty about the rest of her body, either: her 
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hips were solidly slim, her legs long and well-fleshed. But 
the knowledge of this did not matter much any more, either. 

Funny how things that once seemed dreadfully important 
could lose their value so quickly. Perhaps it was because 
they never really had much intrinsic worth in the first place. 
What counted was what happened in the mind and the soul. 
Well, a lot had happened in her mind and soul this week. 

With an effort she unclasped the backstrap of the bra, 
and her breasts, thus freed, cascaded into the open. Then 
she sat on the edge of the bed and unhooked a garter from 
a nylon and peeled the sheer gossamer from its grip on the 
skin of the thigh, down over the knee, the calf, and at last 
the foot itself, 

She paused before she attacked the other one. Although 
she had long suspected that Fred Hackett was playing the 
game with his own book of rules, it had never bothered her 
much, Just so long as her own life moved along smoothly, 
it was all right. So what if he was milking the treasury of a 
few thousand dollars? Nobody seemed to complain about 
it. It did not affect Liz Tremblant. But to see him suddenly 
behave so strangely was disturbing. He was not after money 
alone; he was out to do something bad to the association. 

Her first clue had come when she saw how vital it was 
that a certain man be elected president. In years past she 
had never given a second thought to elections, That they 
held a certain significance which she had missed completely 
now made her feel a little stupid. Too, Fred’s behavior was 
really inexplicable when he talked about stupendous doings 
on an international scale, doings that could not be men- 
tioned openly. It gave her a shuddery feeling, as if she 
were in the middle of something illicit and evil. 

The fun seemed to have gone out of the convention. Used 
to be that the week was simply one party after another, a 
couple of flaming love affairs with some handsome married 
men, and no repercussions. This time, though, there was 
tension and suspicion, and few people were actually enjoy- 
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~ boding. 


“Then there was the matter of Hollis Carroll. In truth, 
her feelings toward the stunning redhead might be color- 
ing the whole picture for her. The idea that she, Liz Trem- 
blant, she who had been convinced that men. were the only 
things in the world, should take a tumble for a woman was 
beyond belief, Yet it had happened. She had heard of school 
girls having crushes on their teachers, but not of one man- 
conscious girl on another. She was certain that her affec- 
tion for Hollis was what made her own body appear so 
uninteresting. There simply was not another living soul 
who possessed as lovely a body as Hollis, If that was love, 
then she was convicted in the first degree. 

Quickly now she took off her other stocking and then 
went to work on the remaining bit of lingerie between her 
and complete nakedness. The elasticized pants clung to her 
damp skin, making it difficult to shed them. But at last, 
with a struggle that entailed adroit maneuvers of her hips, 
she managed it, and then she was breathing with greater 
freedom. The white pants joined the white satin bra and 
the nylons on the floor. She could pick them up later if she 
were in the mood. 

Her head bowed in thought, she strolled to the bath- 
room. Now the toughest part of the week was coming up. 
And it represented an outright clash between her loyalty 
to Hackett and the AYE, and her regard for Hollis. Hackett 
had made it painfully clear what her duty was, to force 
Hollis to withdraw. Yet in her own heart she knew the best 
thing in the world for the AYE would be to have Hollis 
as president. Then too the idea of being false to Hollis 
churned her into frustration. 

Surely, there must be an answer, a decent answer, to this 
dilemma. 

With great deliberation she stepped under the shower 
and twisted the cold faucet and shivered under the initial 
blast of the icy water. The effect did not last long and soon 
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it was only mildly cool. It rained angrily on her exposed 
breasts which she held up with her hands to take the pun- 
ishment. Raising her arms above her head she turned around 
slowly, letting the needles sting her flesh, Then she bent 
forward and the needles found the tenderness of her 
rounded hips and the backs of her thighs. 

Maybe there was an answer. Conceivably it could relieve 
her of the responsibility and still achieve the job Hackett 
said had to be done. Jim Barton. He could be the key. If 
she went to him and unburdened herself of her instructions 
and asked his advice it would automatically put the issue 
directly up to him, And as a man wise in the ways of men 
he might strike upon a solution at once. Assuming he wanted 
the prestige that went with being president, he would be 
quick to help. 

Tt was either that or going to Hollis herself and repeating 
the self-same arguments she had presented a few days before, 
with no new weight or logic behind them. The thought of 
being alone with the redhead was pulse-quickening and 
she knew she could not be trusted to behave intelligently. 
If she had almost tipped her hand last time by planting an 
impulsive kiss on Hollis’ cheek, no telling to what lengths 
she would go this time. 

It would have to be Barton. In fact, it might not be a had 
idea to tell Barton everything she knew. He seemed like too 
decent a fellow to go into the thing totally blind, He should 
know about Hackett, his plans, his devious ways of keeping 
books and about his meeting with the mysterious Mr. Ben- 
son. Somehow, Liz was convinced that Benson's appearance 
at the hotel was more than coincidental. It was timed too 
well. Barton, being a smart man, would be interested. 

But was it disloyal? To Hackett maybe, but not to the 
AYE, and when all was said, it was the AYE which paid 
her salary and for whom she worked, not Hackett. 

Tn a way it was a great sacrifice not to tempt herself with 
Hollis again. The way her breasts tingled told her that 
much. The way the insides of her thighs quivered at the 








136 CONVENTION GIRL 


memory of Hollis’ nylon-sheathed leg was damning. This 
way she might be ruining her chances forever of knowing 
Hollis better. 

Liz Tremblant closed her eyes, thrust her hips forward, 
and twisted the faucet full blast, as if she could rinse away 
all thoughts of the woman from her body. The water poured 
over the creamy smoothness of her skin, making it shine 
and glow. 

She knew that she had made an important decision, and 
she liked the idea that at last she was about to do some- 
thing that did not promise a selfish return. 


S 


When Reggie Staples fell out of the window, Titus Ben- 
son did not know what to do, for a minute or so. He stared 
at the place where he had last seen her, half hoping that 
his eyes were playing tricks on him and that she was still 
there. Unthinkingly, he drew a hand across his brow. The 
girl was not there. She had been there, but now she was 
not. And if she was not there then she must be seven 
stories below, lying smashed and broken on the pavement. 

The big man forced himself to go to the window and 
look out. For some reason he had thought the window 
faced directly onto one of the main streets of the city, 
Actually it was a side street, banked with high-branched elm 
trees. He listened for an outcry, There was no sound. He 
looked down. He saw Reggie's body at once, starkly nude, 
spread-eagled on a parapet off the second floor, Just a 
glance was enough to tell him the girl was dead. But still 
he could see no signs of commotion. 

Could it be that her body had not been seen? 

The indecision which had gripped him initially was 
fading. The great brain that had extricated him from a score 
of impossible situations was working again. But he had to 
move fast. Lightly, he moved across the room to the hall 
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| | abor. Knowing his Henry and George, he guessed that they 

Ix standing on guard in the hall. 

He was right. Benson waved them in without a word. 

- The two entered, their eyes wide, Benson ignored thè ques- 

' tions in their glances, 

“Henry. You must work fast. Find Hackett. He must be 

| in the hotel. Bring him up here, even if you have to carry 

| him. Don’t tell him anything but that l must see him, 

‘George, help me clean the place up." 

I The bodyguards were well-trained and had no compune- 

{ | tion about obeying the most fantastic orders. Henry raced 
down the hall, George started making up the bed. 

] By the time Henry arrived with Hackett, Benson and the 

/ room were both fairly presentable. 

3 Benson's face, the breathless air in the room, and the 
absence of Reggie must have alerted Hackett’s caution at 
‘once, for he said, “What’s wrong?” 

“Just a little trouble, Hackett,” the big man rumbled. 

“Where's Reggie? Did she leave already?” 

“Tn a way. You certainly picked a honey for me, Hackett. 
She took a dive.” 

“What!” 

“A dive, She jumped out the window.” 

“Good grief, what are you saying? Are you kidding me, 
Mr. Benson?” Hackett tried to smile. 

^| don't kid about such things, Hackett. Take a look 
yourself." 

He pointed toward the window. The executive secretary 
ran to it and looked down. His face went white. When he 
turned back to Benson his eyes were blazing. 

"Something smells about this, Benson. I know Reggie. 
She isn't a suicide type. What really happened?” 

"T told you," Benson said menacingly. “She jumped out, 
and since she's your girl it's up to you to figure a way out 
of this," 

“A way out! God, the police will be here before we 
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know it. What do you expect me to do?" His voice broke 
with hysteria. 

“You? I expect you to handle it in your usually efficient 
way. Naturally, I cannot be found here. Not that I'm 
afraid, understand, my hands are clean. But there will be 
publicity, and you know how I abhor publicity.” 

“Wait a minute. If you think Pm going to try to explain 
this to the cops, you're crazy. Sure, you're a big man, Ben- 
son, but I have no intention of taking any rap for you." 

“You don’t?” 

“Of course not. I don’t know what happened in here, 
but Pve heard that you can be a pretty rough man with 
your women. Well, you've got the wrong guy this time.” 
Hackett swung away and strode toward the door. 

He was blocked by Henry, who stared down at him 
emotionlessly. One of Henry's hands closed on Hackett’s 
right arm. 

“I'm giving you one last chance, Hackett,” Benson said 
as he combed his hair, “You won't have much to worry 
about. I’ll fix it with the cops inside of an hour. All you 
have to do is say you came to the girl’s room looking for 
her and found she had leaped out of the window. It's pretty 
simple.” 

Hackett struggled in the viselike grip of the bodyguard. 
“Damn you, let one of your stooges do it. I’m getting out 
of here right now.” 

Benson nodded then to George. George took a single 
step so that he was just behind Hackett, He lifted his arm 
and brought it across in a sideswing. The edge of his hand, 
hard as a two-by-four, caught Hackett at the thickest part 
of his neck in a vicious rabbit-punch. Hackett stiffened, 
his eyes popped, and then he went limp. Henry released 
him and Hackett sank to the floor, 

Benson stared down at him for a moment. “Good work. 
Now we get out of here. I don’t want to be seen or stopped. 
If I am, both of you will regret it to your dying day. Is 
that clear?” 
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‘The bodyguards nodded. They stepped over Hackett’s 
unconscious form and through the door. Then with Henry 
leading the way ‘and George bringing up the rear they 
raced down the corridor, 


Ф 


Jim Barton entered the nearly empty cocktail lounge, 
ordered a Collins from a passing waiter and dropped into 
a cushioned chair. It was dark there, dark and cool, and he 
жаз glad to see that most of the habitués were away attend- 
ing meetings. He was going to meet Hollis here and it was 
well that there would not be too many people as witnesses, 
Tt might be a mistake for the two opponents to be seen 
talking in public, but he was sick of his stuffy room with 
the unrepaired air-conditioner, and it would not be wise to 
be seen going to hers. Besides, it was not like real politics 
and it was not a crime to be friends with the opposition. 
And he needed a tall cool drink, 

He could not have been there five minutes when he 
caught sight of Liz Tremblant standing in the doorway peer- 
ing into the dimness. She was wearing a thin cocktail dress, 
so sheer that it allowed the light from the lobby to pass 
through it and silhouette her superb legs. He was still 
admiring the view when she spotted him, 

“May I sit down, Jim?” 

“By all means.” 

He spoke cordially, but within he was upset. Now he 
would be prevented from talking frankly with Hollis when 
she arrived. He held a chair for her. 

Liz leaned forward, drew her hands behind her to smooth 
the dress, and sat down. The bodice was loose enough to 
afford him an unobstructed view of her splendid breasts. 
She smelled clean and fresh. 

How much was she entangled in this mess with Hackett? 

“Гуе been looking for you,” she announced after he had 
ordered another Collins. 
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“Well, here I am.” This was the girl who had tried to 
talk Hollis out of running. He must watch his words, 

“Yes,” she replied absently. She teased the swizzle stick 
in the drink. “I may be foolish for doing this—talking to 
you, Jim—and I may lose my job, but I think it’s terribly 
important. It’s a long, sordid tale. Have you got a little 
while?" 

His curiosity aroused, Jim nodded. “Go ahead,” 

For nearly ten minutes the blonde girl talked, her voice 
low and intense, In the course of the monologue her fingers 
snapped the swizzle stick into tiny bits. 

Barton made no comment until she had finished, Even. 
then he did not trust himself to speak. This was the missing 
piece in the puzzle. If what Liz said was the truth then he 
was positive he could prove his case. 

“Titus Benson is a very powerful man, Liz, Are you 
certain that he and Hackett have their heads together?” 

“Chub Hawkins told me himself, and Chub is too much 
of an apple-polisher to lie. What do you suppose it adds up. 
to?” 

“I'm afraid to say right now, but you were right in come 
ing to me. Have you told anyone else of your suspicions?” 

“No one.” 

“Nothing about the embezzling?” 

“No.” 

“Good. Don’t. Keep it to yourself from now on.” 

"But what's going to happen? Why are you so excited 
about it? I thought I was the only one who had any doubts 
about Fred’s motives. I didn’t know—” 

“No one knew until Hollis and I compared notes, Lite 
erally, Suffice to say that it's an enormous plot and I don’t 
even dare tell you for fear you'll think I’m crazy. Anyway, 
Hackett was intending to deliver the AYE over to the Com- 
munists, lock, stock and barrel.” 

“Communists!” 

"Quiet. At least that's my guess right now. There may 
be more to it.” He scratched an earlobe. “How Benson fits 
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in I don’t know, but I’m going to find out. Are you willing 
— fo swear to what you have told me?" 

*[—I think so." 

“Fine. It may be necessary, once the FBI gets into it.” 

Liz shook her lovely blonde locks in disbelief, “This is 
all over my head, Jim. I thought I was ‘simply going to 
make it easy for you to be elected president. Now I find 
out that you were a mile ahead of me." 

“Don’t fret about it.” 

“But Hackett said you were dumb and naive; that was 
why he picked you out as a good bet.” 

“My respects to Mr. Hackett,” Jim murmured dryly. 
“We'll see who is dumb and naive.” 

“Не said he could run you like a ventriloquist runs a 
dummy.” 

Barton glanced at his watch. Hollis was late. He signaled 
the waiter. “Can you plug in a phone for me?” 

“Yes, sir.” The waiter scurried away. 

But the phone was unnecessary. A minute later Hollis 
Carroll burst into the lounge, looked about hurriedly and: 
ran to the table. “Jim!” 

“What is it?” 

“Qh, Liz. It’s you,” Hollis said in dismay. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Something terrible has happened. Didn’t you hear about 
in?” 

“About what?” 

“Reggie Staples.” 

Barton and Liz looked at Hollis. 

“Her body was just found on a parapet off the second 
floor. She’s dead. They think she fell out of a window. The 
police are here and they're investigating." 

“Staples. Isn't she the girl in the pressroom?” 

Liz nodded numbly. “I worked with her, Are you sure, 
Hollis?” 

` Hollis said, *I saw her, or what was left of her. It was 
horrible.” 
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“What can we do?” Barton said. 

“Give me a drink firat." She took Barton's glass and 
drained it in a single gulp. 

Beyond the doors of the lounge there was a rising roll 
of sound, Women’s voices screamed. Men were shouting. 
The bartender and the waiter left their posts and dashed 
for the lobby. Jim rose to follow them. 

“Wait.” 

Hollis had clutched his sleeve, holding him back. On her 
face was a look of sharp pain. 

“Hollis, what is it?” 

“Nora. My Nora. I'm frightened, Jim.” 

“What about Nora?” 

"She and Reggie—well, they spent some time together 
earlier today and Nora was in an awful state afterward. 
Almost desperate. I don't know what to think.” 

“You mean—” 

“Maybe. She left me an hour ago and didn’t say where 
she was going.” 

Liz looked at Hollis curiously. “You think Nora killed 
Reggie?” 

Hollis nodded. “I’m afraid to think.” 

Again Jim started, but this time Liz stopped him. “Jim. 
Wait a minute and figure this out. You know how Fred 
used Reggie as a pinch hitter. I've seen him do it a hundred 
times. Whenever he had a man he wanted to sway he would 
send Reggie to him. I know how he works, And I know 
that Reggie had absolutely no inhibitions or discrimination. 
She always obeyed Fred.” 

“What are you trying to say?” Barton demanded, 

“Just this—Titus Benson came here to see Fred, for 
some reason. Knowing Fred I can almost outline his chain 
of thought. I wouldn't be a bit surprised if at some time 
during the day he arranged to have Reggie visit Benson.” 

“That sounds a little far-fetched.” 

Liz smiled secretly at him. "Is it, Jim?” 

Barton flushed. “Damn it, Titus Benson is a big man," 
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“They're all alike to Reggie. Or were." 

"Okay, supposing you are right. What does it prove? 
That Benson pushed Reggie out of a window? What in 
heayen’s name for? He couldn’t have known the girl.” 

“I'm not saying that at all. Merely that I doubt if Nora 
Randall could have done it. As a wild guess | would say 
that Benson or Hackett, or both, know about this.” 

“You should be a detective.” 

“After what you told me today, you must be one. What 
are you going to do?" 

“See what is going on out in the lobby first. Then start 
to look for Hackett.” 

At the door he paused, Bessler and Bauer almost knocked 
him down in their rush to the bar. 

"What's going on out there?” Jim shouted. He could 
see the milling people, the photographers, the reporters and 
the police. The hotel manager was wringing his hands and 
begging the newsmen not to mention the name of the Great 
Southern in the stories. 

"You mean you haven't heard?" Bessler demanded. 

“Heard what?” 

“About Hackett,” Bauer yelled over his shoulder. “He’s 
just been arrested for the killing of Reggie Staples.” 
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THE URGENCY racing through the lobby like wildfire 
communicated itself to Barton. He found himself in the 
center of the mob of nearly hysterical delegates and hotel 
employees. Two uniformed policemen were trying to make 
themselves heard above the tumult in order to disperse the 
crowd. 

Outside on the side street it was worse. Pedestrians 
gathered to watch the hospital attendants and police remove 
Reggie's body from the parapet. н 

Barton went back inside. He was in time to see a hand- 
cuffed Fred Hackett staggering between two cops through 
the lobby and out into a police car. He had no chance 
to get to his side. 

Frantic now, he looked about for someone who might 
have an idea of what was taking place. His eye fell on the 
flushed face of Chub Hawkins, who was talking animatedly 
with a group that included Bauer, Catlett and Bessler. Barton 
elbowed his way to the middle, seized Chub by the collar 
and dragged him away. If anyone knew what was going 
on it would be the irrepressible Chub. 

“Look, Chub, it's important that I know just what hap- 
pened. Were you there when they arrested Hackett?” 

Hawkins nodded. “As soon as the body was discovered 
and the police showed up, they wanted to see Hackett. I 
said he was probably in his room and I went there with 
them, They found Hackett inside on the floor, without a 
mark on him. When they brought him around he claimed. 
he had been slugged and that he didn’t know a thing about 
Reggie.” 

“Ts that all?” 
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The plump shoulders rose and fell. “I guess so. Hell, J 
wasn't in on it, Mr. Barton,” 

“Think, man! Was there anyone else in that room? I 
must know." 

Chub's eyes narrowed craftily. “All afternoon I’ve been 
getting the ballots ready for tomorrow's election.” 

“You're lying, you crumb. Was Benson in that room 
with Hackett earlier?” 

“You know about him." 

“Talk.” 

“Well, I guess he was there for a while. In fact, about 
an hour ago Hackett was with me doing the ballots when 
‘one of Benson’s strong-arm boys showed up and told Hackett 
that Benson wanted to see him right away. Wouldn't take 
no for an answer.” 

“And you didn’t see Benson after that?” 

“Not myself.” 

“Look. Time is being lost here and the real killer may 
be getting away. Where did Benson go?" 

“Well, as I say, I didn't see him myself, but one of the 
porters who's been doing some odd jobs around the hotel 
for me said he saw Mr. Benson and his two friends leaving 
by one of the side entrances. Said they jumped into a cab 
and took off. There’s a hack stand right there.” 

Barton was already moving. “Thanks, Chub.” 

He ran through the lobby, dodging through the throng, 
and made his way to the side entrance Chub had referred 
to. There were three taxis standing at the curb. Their drivers 
were behind the wheels reading the evening papers. The 
first two knew nothing about three big men. But the third 
nodded his head, 

. "Matter of fact, I picked them up myself. Right there. 
They were sure in a hurry.” 

“Where?” Barton cried. “Where did you take them?” 

The driver named one of the more prominent hotels. “I 
thought it was a lousy fare because you almost never get a 
return trip and I always like to get back here.” 
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“Take me there.” 

Over the protests of the other cabbies, who were ahead 
in line, Barton’s driver pulled out and eased into the Wash- 
ington traffic. Barton sat back, forcing himself to think. He 
could be making a bad mistake chasing down Benson. To 
accuse a man of that stature of complicity in a murder was 
touchy stuff. It would be hard enough to prove in public. 
In private, confronting Benson and his hired hoods, he 
might be taking his life in his hands. 

But he was certain he was on the right track, and he had. 
to get to Benson before the man was able to buy an alibi, 
‘The pieces were fitting together. Ever since he had started 
to build a case against Hackett and the AYE it was evident 
that there had to be a larger moving force behind it all. 
Now that Benson had entered the picture Barton felt he 
knew what the force was. For years Benson had been a 
shadowy figure in politics and industry, a ruthless tycoon 
who had displayed a remarkable disregard for the generally 
accepted democratic processes. The fact that nothing had 
ever been pinned on him only attested to his great influence. 

It was incredible, nonetheless, that he should be at all 
mixed up in Reggie’s death, but it was not impossible. As 
Liz had so pointedly pointed out, Hackett worked in de- 
vious ways for his own ends. It was unfortunate for Reggie 
that she had been tapped as the person to entertain Benson. 
Barton did not dare imagine what had preceded the actual 
killing. 

It never occurred to him what he would do once he 
found Benson. 

At the hotel, the desk clerk, a professional man with a 
pince-nez, said yes, Mr. Benson was registered; who was 
calling. 

“No one’s calling,” Barton said. "Is he in his room now?" 

“Yes. However, I believe he and his assistants are prepar- 
ing to check out shortly.” 

“In that case I'll wait here. May I use your phone?” 

“For an inside call, sir?” 
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“Outside. I'll need a directory too." 

“Then you must use the phone booth down the corridor 
to the right. There's a book on the rack there.” 

“Thanks.” Barton dug a dime out of his pocket and went 
to the booth. It was situated so that it commanded a par- 
tial view of the bank of elevators. As he thumbed through 
the phone book he saw one of the elevator doors slide open 
and the first of three men walk out. Two of the men carried 
suitcases in each hand. The third man carried nothing. All 
were very big men. 

Barton left the booth and slid along the wall, keeping 
out of sight, He went as close to the lobby as he dared. He 
heard the voice of the clerk. 

“Ah, checking out, Mr. Benson. We had hoped you 
would remain with us longer. But your suite will be ready 
anytime you need it. Yes, sir. Oh. There was a gentleman 
looking for you a moment ago. Did he find you?” 

There was a muttered answer Barton could not make out. 

“Too bad. Well, good day, sir. And thank you,” 

Barton hesitated long enough to give the trio time to 
clear the lobby. Then he left his hiding place and ran to 
the revolving door at the entrance. 

“Oh, there you are, sir,” the desk clerk said brightly. 
“Mr, Benson and his party just left—” 

Barton pushed out into the street, his eyes darting from 
side to side. The after-five traffic was thick now and the 
vehicles were barely moving, Pedestrians crowded the side- 
walks. Then Barton saw what he was looking for. One of 
the men from the elevator was behind the wheel of a 
massive black Packard that was edging away from the curb, 
He made out the figure of Benson sitting in the back seat, 
with the other bodyguard next to him. 

Bad as the traffic was, it would only be a matter of min- 
utes before the Packard broke through it and found one of 
the high-speed streets leading out of the city. Barton did . 
mot have long to work. 

Ignoring horn blasts, the Packard nosed in ahead of a 
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taxi. Barton raced into the street and flung open the cab 
door. “Police work!” he snapped. “Follow that limousine.” 
He dug out his wallet and flashed the metal courtesy card 
that had been presented to him by one of the airlines. The 
driver glanced at it and said, “Yes, sir.” 

The occupant of the cab, a pleasant-looking gray-haired 
lady, shrank into a corner of the vehicle, her eyes wide with 
sudden anxiety. "Are you chasing a bank robber, young 
man?” 

“Something like that, madam. I am sorry to inconvenience 

u.” 

“Not at all,” the woman said, regaining her composure. 
“This is the first exciting thing that’s happened to me in 
twenty years, Step on it, driver!” 

Over his shoulder the driver said, "We're not gonna make. 
that light up ahead, mister.” 

“Then go through it—I'll be responsible.” 

“You're the boss.” 

Up ahead the Packard’s horn was blasting a path through 
the traffic. Then Barton heard a new sound. A siren. He 
looked through the back window, but could spot no police 
car. 

The driver cleared up his question. “It’s the Packard. 
Got its own siren. Must be a big shot in it. Are you sure 
you're a cop?" 

“Never mind the comments. Keep after it.” 

With the siren wide open the other vehicles began to 
stop. The Packard whipped around them. Barton's cab 
followed. Through stop lights and stop signs they hurtled,. 

From the behavior of the other car, Barton was certain 
Benson knew he was being followed and had ordered his 
man to get moving. The Packard swung right on Four- 
teenth Street and then Barton knew where it was headed. 
Across the Fourteenth Street bridge at the Potomac was 
a network of parkways where the Packard could really 

_move. It could race into Virginia and lose the cab, Or it 
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- eould sweep around to the National Airport where Benson 


probably had a plane waiting. 

“Stick with him. Stick with him!" Barton was leaning 
forward, his hands on the front seat as if to urge the cab 
faster. Beside him the old lady was jouncing up and down 
on her seat. 

“That’s the way, driver!” 

When he had first seen her Barton was afraid he would 
have to find her some smelling salts. Now a smile came to 
his face at her genuine enthusiasm. 

The two cars crossed wide Constitution Avenue not 
fifty yards apart. Ahead, the traffic was lighter and what 
there was of it had pulled over to the curbs, The Packard 
was plowing a very nice furrow. 

From the rear now came the sound of another high- 


© pitched wailing. Some inquisitive police had joined the chase, 


but they were still too far away either to help or hinder. 
Tt remained in the hands of the cabbie. But Barton still 
had no idea what he would do when and if he got to 
Benson's car. 

He was still wondering when the first of the bullets from 
the Packard splintered the right-hand windshield of the 
taxi. Barton pushed the old lady to the floor and kept her 
there despite her protests. The driver hunched over the 
wheels and pressed down on the accelerator. 

Tandem style, the cars whipped across Independence 
Avenue and past the huge government buildings rising like 
cliffs on either side. Five hundred yards ahead was the 
approach to the bridge. Barton's heart leaped. Traffic had 
jammed on the bridge itself and two lanes of cars extended 
from the approach as far as he could see. But there was no 
oncoming traffic. The Packard whipped out into the other 
lane, still sounding the siren. There was another sharp 
sound as Benson's driver leaned out and chanced an over- 
the-shoulder shot. Barton heard it whistle by the open 
window. 

‘Then, just ahead of the other car, Barton noticed a pecul- 
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iar thing. Red lights were glowing in the middle of the 
bridge. What looked like a railroad guard was across the 
width of the road, And there was something moving, 

He tapped the driver's shoulder. "What's that?” 

“Holy smoke,” the man cried, “the bridge is going up!” 

Benson's driver was leaning out for another shot when 
he suddenly drew his head in. Over the roar of the engine 
came the screech of brakes. The big Packard whipped from 
side to side in an attempt to stop short of the lowered 
gates, 

The driver had hit the brakes just an instant too late. 

With its siren howling and tires screaming, the heavy 
car smashed through the guard gate past a frantically wav- 
ing bridge attendant, and then sailed out into nothingness. 
The middle of the bridge was some twenty feet in the air 
and still rising. Off to the right, Barton had a glimpse of 
a slow freighter making its way up the center of the channel, 
a tall mast pointing upward like a finger of God. 

For a moment, the Packard seemed to hang in the air as 
its momentum carried it far off the extreme limit of the 
bridge. Then it turned nose downward and began to tip 
over. It struck the surface of the river on its top, the wheels 
still spinning like an overturned toy car. There was a tre- 
mendous splash. A hiss of steam, Then the Packard disap- 
peared completely. 

The cab ground to a halt and Barton leaped to the road- 
way. He ran to the edge of the bridge. The car was gone. 
Only the boiling, angry water marked the spot where it 
had struck. 

Then, unable to halt its forward motion, the freighter 
began to slide under the bridge. As the bow came abreast 
of where Barton stood, he saw the white letters of its name, 

The name of the ship was American Victory. 


Ed 


Night in the city and a thousand lights twinkle away in 
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the darkness. Soft breezes drift in high off the river to ban- 
ish the sultry heat of the day. From somewhere, soft music 
watts gently. Now and then there is the sound of laughter. 
The hum of a car on the avenues below. The noises of a 
city at night. 

They were together on the broad chaise longue on the 
sun balcony where they had met—was it a hundred years 
ago?—and they had not changed position in nearly an hour. 
Jim's arm was about Hollis’ shoulders, her head was resting 
on his chest. Their legs stretched out before them. Occa- 
sionally, she toyed with his bare feet with her toes, but 
there was not much movement. 

Just being with her was sufficient for him, He had never 
felt quite so at ease with the world. Nearly forgotten were 
the actions of the day and the lives snuffed out. 

Hollis stirred, catlike, and he could feel the sweet swell- 
ing of her bosom as she moved up and out of his embrace, 
Her head came down then and she kissed him on the mouth 
as she held his face in her hands. 

“Jim.” 

“Yes?” 

“Nothing, just Jim.” 

“Tired?” 

“Yes,” 

“Want to go in?” 

“No, I want to stay here with you as long as I can.” 

“Forever?” 

“If it were possible, yes, forever.” 

“Will you?” 

“I can't, Jim.” 

Silence like an inky cloak fell between them. 

“You aren’t making life any easier for me, you know.” 

“I know. Nor for myself.” 

“J find you again, only to lose you again.” 

"At least you're consistent." 

Abruptly she flung herself on him and buried her face 
in his naked chest, “I wish I hadn't come. I wish I hadn't. 
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seen you again." He could feel the hotness of tears on his 
skin. 


*Do you really wish that, Hollis? Do you?" 

“Yes, I do. No. I don't wish it. I just wish that I were 
wise enough to know what I should do. The right thing.” 

Jim sighed. “I know you, Hollis. You will do the right 
thing. That is the only thing you are capable of doing. I 
suppose that is why I love you so very much." 

Although he could not see her features he knew from 
the tone of her voice that she was pouting. "You mean you 
wouldn't love me if I were a wanton and went off with 
you?” 

Jim guided her lips to his and tasted of them, “Love 
you?” he said into her mouth. “I would adore you, Wor- 
ship you. I would fall on my knees before you.” 

“Why, I declare, you do sound serious.” 

“Don’t josh me, my darling, else I might forget my ethica 
and carry you off from here." 

"I wish," she whispered into his ear, “you would .. .” 

“But we are sensible, civilized people, aren’t we?” 

“Yes, blast it all, anyway. Now do you understand why 
I wished I had not seen you again? I was living my com- 
placent life as a big shot with all my tankers and long- 
shoremen working for me and spending Denby’s money and 
being looked up to as a bosslady. Suddenly you've reminded 
me that I’m a woman too." 

"That's all you should be, Being a boss is for those 
women who can't get a man. They take it out on the business 
world. They wear their tweed skirts and low-heeled shoes 
and chop their hair, No, thanks,” 

“You make it sound unpleasant.” 

“Tt is unpleasant. I want to think of you as I know you 
best, on the train in that berth altogether too small for 
the both of us. Here on this balcony that overlooks the 
most beautiful city in the world. Which is as it should be.” 

“How so?” 

“Because you are the most beautiful woman in the world." 
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“Oh, Jim. Don’t say any more, please.” 
“All right.” 
~~ For a long time they were silent and he let all his senses 
absorb her, her smell, her touch, the way she looked in the 
shadows, the taste of her when he kissed her bare shoulder, 


the sound of her breathing, soft as a. butterfly's wing. 





He did not dare think ahead to the inevitable moment. 
of parting. 

The tips of her fingers teased his body and he stirred 
restlessly, Against his chest he could feel the increased rise 
and fall of her breasts and he concentrated all his thoughts 
on the shape of them, as if to burn their contours into his 
flesh forever. 

“Its too bad,” Hollis said suddenly. 

"What's too bad?” 

“About tomorrow. I had actually looked forward to that 
election.” 

Jim laughed shortly. “Kind of a masochist, aren’t you? 
I was dreading it because I didn’t want to beat you.” 

“Beat me? You? That's a good one. Why, you must have 
known that it would have been a landslide for me." 

“Oh, Hollis, you sure are funny. You just make me 
double up with hilarity. I was more worried about how 1 
would console you than how I would catch Titus Benson.” 

“Have it your way,” she sniffed haughtily, “but if it 
hadn't been for the fact that the FBI blew the whole asso- 
ciation wide open you would have taken the shellacking of 
your life.” 

“All right. Who did the FBI name to take over the AYE 
until a thorough investigation could be made? Who?” 

“Well, they picked you because you happen to be a man 
and you happen to run a brewery. I suspect that you prom- 
ised them a barrel of free beer,” 

“No matter what the reason, they picked the best man 
for the job. Not the best woman.” 

“Haw. They picked you because all the other men who 
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might have been eligible were arrested. Bauer. Catlett. Bess- 
ler. Corey. You won by default. No competition.” 

Jim felt a little flame of anger. He did not like the way 
Hollis was kidding him. There were barbs in the words, 
and truth. "I'll be damned if you aren't talking just like 
one of those bossladies now. Know-it-all. That old jeal- 
ousy women have because they aren't men," 

Hollis made no sound, and then came a flood of giggles. 
It was the purest, sweetest music he ever heard. She laughed 
so that her breasts shook against him. She slapped his stom- 
ach with the flat of her hand. 

“Oh, Jim, you sobersides, You were taking me seriously.” 

“Not that, but I just wanted to make clear—” 

“Pooh. Did you really think I was going to run against 
you? Didn’t you know I was going to wait until the last 
moment and then withdraw and urge all my supporters to 
yote for you?” 

“Huh?” 

“Of course. The only reason I stayed in the race at all 
after I learned who Jim Barton was, was because Liz Trem- 
blant asked me to drop out. That got my dander up. I 
couldn't drop out then. I wanted to give Hackett a good 
scare. Make them show their hand. Jim, I wouldn't run 
against you for anything. I knew I didn’t have a chance.” 

"You did?" he inquired dubiously. 

“Of course. And so did you.” 

“To tell the truth, I didn’t. I had even toyed with the 
idea of dropping out in favor of you. I figured if you 
wanted it, then І wouldn't stand in your way. If you ever 
wanted anything I'd give it to you. My eyes. Do you want 
them? I'll pluck them out.” 

Out of the dark her face came to his and their lips met 
again. 

“I think you're nuts." 

“About you.” 

They embraced. So close did he hold her that he could 
feel her ribs and each of her bones against his. The sym- 
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‘metrical beauty of her legs entwined his own. The fleshy 
“columns parted slightly. The blood pounded in his head. 
His mouth slid down. Was there anything in the world as 

— soft and sweet as her body? As delicious as her flesh? As 
` exhilarating as the taste of her? His head whirled and 
spun and he knew that never would he be so fantastically 
happy the rest of his lifetime, no matter how long he lived. 

Hollis, Hollis. Hollis. 

Distantly he could hear her voice, the supreme delight 
filling it. Vast shivering shudders rippled through her body, 
and he was happy that he had done this for her, that he 
was able to do this much, She could never forget him now. 
Never. 

“Hollis,” he said at last, a little breathless. “When shall 
we see one another again? I can’t let you walk out of my 
life again, Let me come to Texas. Let me work on one of 
the oil tankers. Let me be a servant in your house.” 

“Anything is possible, Jim. Anything is possible. There 
is always hope of something. After all, Denby can’t live 
forever.” 

“And I can’t wait forever. I'll die.” 

“You won't have to.” 

“Hollis—what do you mean? Hollis—" 

“I mean anything you want me to mean, Jim,” 

“Tomorrow?” he said hopefully. 

“Tomorrow?” Hollis repeated. “Don’t worry about to- 
morrow—it may never come . . ." 





END 
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